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ABYERTISEMENT. 



Thb public hATe long felt the want of a work of the ehar- 
teter now offered them, the editions of thit author's poems 
heretofore published being too expensiTO to eome within the 
leaeh of the many ; and it is to supply a TacuOm of this kind 
that the present Tolume is offered. The author's greatest 
production, and the one from which he has deriTed his we1I> 
desenred lame, — • Lalla Rookh, — • has been preserved entire, 
with the principal portion of the ** Odes of Anacreon,'* 
•* Irish Melodies," and " National Airs," to which has been 
added a carefii! selection from the remainder of his worka, 
under the title of *' Miscellaneous Poems." 
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LALIA ROOKH. 



In the eleventh veer of the reign of Aumngteh^ 
Abdalla, King of the Lesser Bucharia, a lineal descend- 
uit from the Great Zingis, having abdicated the throns 
in favor of his son, set out on a pilgrimage to the Shrine 
of the Prophet; and, passing into India thnmgh the 
delightful valley of Cashmere, rested for a short time 
at Delhi on his way. He was entertained by Aunmgze- 
be in a style of magnificent hospitality, worthy alike of 
the visiter and the host, and was afterwards escorted 
with the same splendor to Surat, where he embarked 
for Arabia, i During the etay of the Royal Pilgrim al 
Delhi, a marrit^gfe was agreed upon between the Prince 
his son, and the yonngest daughter of the flmperor, 
Lalla Rookh vV-a Princess described by the poets of 
her time as more beautiful than Leila, Shirine, Dewild^ 
or any of those heroines whose names and loves em- 
bellish the songs of Persia and Hindostan. ( It was 
intended that the nuptials should be celebrated at Cash- 
mere ; where the young King, as soon as the cares cf 
empire would permit, wa» to meet, for the first time, his 
lovely bride, and after a few months* repose in that 
enchanting valley, conduct her over the snowy luils 
into Bucharia. ^ 

The day of Lalla Rookh's departure fh>m Delhi wai 

a 
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■9 splendid as gunshine and pageantry could make it 
The bazaai^ and baths were all covered with tlie ricJieat 
tapestry ; hundreda of gilded bnrges upon the Junma 
floated with their banners ehining in tlie waien while 
throug-h tJie etreets groups of beautiful children went 
■tracing the most delicious flowers around, na in that 
Persian festival cajlod the Scattering- of the Rofi^s ; till 
every part of the city was as fmgrant as if a coi-avaji 
of mask from Khoten had pajaaod tlirouffh it. The 
Princess, having taken leave of her kind father, who at 
parting hung- a cornelian of Yeman round her neck, on 
which was injgcribed a verse from the Koran, and having 
• pent a conaiderable present to the Fakirts, who kept up 
the Perpetual Lamp in lier sister*^ tomb, meekly -iscend- 
ed the palankeen prepared for her ; and^ while Aurung- 
sebe stood to take a Last look from his balcony, the 
procession moved slowly on the road to Lahore. 

Setdom [lad the EaHlem world seen a cavrvlcade so 
iuperbt Prom the gardens in the suburbs to tiie Impe- 
rial palace, it was one unbroken line of .'iplondor, Tha 
gallant appearance of the Raj aha and Mogul lord.^, dis- 
tinguished by those msignia of the Emperor's favor, 
the feathers of the egret of Caahmere in their turbans, 
and the small silver-rimmed kettle-dmms at the hows 
of their saddles ; — the costly armor of their cavalier*; 
irho vied,'on this occasion^ with the guards of tlie great 
Keder Khan, in the brigtjtness of tlieir ailver battle-axes 
ftnd the mass in ess of their maces of gold ; — the glit- 
tering of tlie guilt pineapples on the tops of the palan- 
}ieeaB \ — the embroidered trappings of the elepliants, 
bearing on their backs small turrets, in the shape of 
little antique temples, witfiiti wliich tlie Ladies of Lalla 
Eookh ky as it were etishrined; — the rose-colored 
reils of tho Prinoess^s own sumptuous litter, at the fronl 
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•f which d tair young female slave sat fkiming her 
through the curtains, with feathers of the Argus pbeas> 
ant*8 wing; — and the lovely troop of Tartarian and 
Cashmerian maids of honor, whom tho young King had 
d3nt to accompany his bride, and who rode on each side 
of the litter, upon small Arabian horses; — all was 
brilliant, tasteful, and magnificent, and pleased even 
the critical and fastidious Fadladeen, Great Nazir, or 
Chamberlain of the Uaram, who was borne in his palan- 
keen immediately after the Princess, and considered 
himself not the least important personage of the 
pageant 

Fadladeen was a judge of every thing, — from the 
pencilling of a Circassian's eyelids to the deepest ques- 
tions of science and literature ; from the mixture of a 
conserve of rose-leaves to the composition of an epic 
poem; and such influence had his opinion upon the 
various tastes of the day, that all the cooks and poets 
of Delhi stood in awe of him. His political conduct 
and opinions were founded upon that line of Sadi, — 
^ Should tlie Prince at noonday say, It is night, declare 
that you behold the moon and stars." — And his zeal 
for religion, of which Aurungzebe was a munificent 
protector, was about as disinterested as that of the gold- 
smith who fell in love with the diamond eyes of the 
idol of Jaghemaut 

During the first days of their journey, Lalla Rookh, 
who had passed all her life within tlie shadow of the 
Royal Gardens of Delhi, found enough in the beauty, 
of the scenery through which, they passed to interest 
her mind, and delight her imagination ; and when at 
evening, or in the heat of the day, they turned otf frx>m 
the high road to those retired and romantic places which 
bad been selected for her encampments, — sometimes 
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on tlje banks of a small rivulet, aa clear as the irateni 
of the Lake of Peanl ; sometimes under the sacred 
shade of a Banyan tree, from which the view opened 
uj)on a glade covered with antelopes ; and often in those 
hidden, embowered spots, described by one froin tlie 
Isles of the West, as " places of melancholy, deliglit, 
and safety, where all tlie company around was wild 
peacocks and turtle-doves;" — she felt a charm in these 
scenes, so lovely and so new to her, which, for a time, 
made her indifferent to every other amusement But 
Lalla Rookh was young, and the young love variety 
nor could the conversation of her Ladies and the Great 
Chamberlain, Fadladeen, (the only person, of course, 
admitted to her pavillion,) sufficiently enliven those 
many vacant hours, which were devoted neither to the 
pillow nor the palankeen. There was a little Persian 
slave who sung sweetly to the Vina, and who, now and 
then, lulled the Princess to sleep w th the ancient dit- 
ties of her country, about the loves of Wamak and 
Ezra, the fair-haired Zal and his mistress Rodahver ; 
not forgetting the combat of Rustam with the terrible 
White Demon. At other times slie was amused by 
those graceful dancing girls of Delhi, who h'ld been 
permitted by the Bramins of the Great Pagoda to attend 
her, much to the horror of the good Mussulman Fad- 
ladeen, who could see nothing graceful or agreeable in 
Idolaters, and to whom the very tinkling of their golden 
anklets was an abomination. 

But these and many other diversions were repected 
till they lost all their charm, and tlie nights and noon- 
days were beginning to move heavi]y, when, at length, 
It was recollected that, among the attendants sent by the 
bridegroom, was a young poet of Cashmere, much cel- 
ebrated throughout tfie Valley for his manner of reci* 
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Img the Stones of the £ast, on whom 1 is Royal Master 
had conferred the privilege of bein^ admitted to the 
pavillion of the Princess, that he might help to beguile 
the tediousness of the journey by some jf his most 
agreeable recitals. At the mention of a poet, Fad- 
laileen elevated his critical eyebrows, and, having re- 
freshed his faculties with a dose of that delicious opium 
which is distilled from tlie black poppy of the Thebais, 
gave orders for the minstrel to be forthwith introduced 
into their presence. 

The Princess, who had once in her life seen a poet 
from behind the screens of gauze in her Father's hall, 
and had conceived from that specimen no very favorable 
ideas of the Caste, expected but little in this new ex- 
hibition to interest ner ; — she felt inclined, however, to 
alter her opinion on tlie very first appearance of Fera- 
niprz. He was a youth about Lalla Robkh's own age, 
and graceful as that idol of women, Crishna, — such as 
he appears to tlieir young imaginations, heroic, beau- 
tiful, breathing music from his very eyes, and exalting 
the religion of his worshippers into love. Jlia dress 
was simple, yet not without some marks of costliness ; 
and the Ijadies of the Princess were not long in dis- 
covering that tlie cloth, which encircled his high Tar- 
tarian cap, was of the most delicate kind that the shawl 
goats of Tibet supply. Here and there, too, over his 
vest, which was confined by a flowered girdle of Kashan, 
hung strings of fine pearl, disposed with an air of 
studied negligence ; — nor did the exquisite embroidery 
of his sandals escape the observation of these fair crit- 
ics who, however they might give way to Fadladeen 
upon the unimportant topics of religion and govemment| 
had the spirit of martyrs in every thing relating to such 
momentous matters as 'ewels and embroidexy. 



For the purpose of relieving the pauses of recitatkm 
by music, tlie young Cashmerian held ifi his hand a 
kitar; such as, in old times, the Arab maids of the 
West used to listen to by moonlight in the gardens of 
the Alhainbra — and, having premised, with much 
humility, that the story he was about to relate was 
founded on the adventures of that Veiled Prophet of 
Khorassan, who, in the year of the Hegira 1(J3, created 
such alarm tliroughout the Eastern Empire, luade iia 
tbeim .vce to the Princess, aiid thus oeijaa : — 
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THE VEILED PROPHET OP KHORASSAN. 

In that delijrhtful Province of the Sun, 
The first of Persian lands he shines upon. 
Where all the loveliest children of his beam, 
Flow Vets and fruits bhish over ev'ry stream. 
And, fairest of all streams, the Murga roves 
Among Merou's bright palaces and groves; — 
There on that throne, to which the blind belief 
Of millions raised him, sat the Prophet-Chief, 
The Great Mokanna, O'er his features hung 
The Veil, the Silver Veil, which he had flung 
In mercy there, to hide from mortal sight 
His dazzling brow, till man could bear its light 
For, far less luminous, his votaries said, 
Were ev*n the gleams, miraculously shed 
O'er M ojiasa's cheek, when down the Mount he tio^ 
All gl9vHiif ^om the presence of his God ! 



On either side, with ready hearts and hands. 
His chosei^ guard of bold Believers stands ; 
Young fire-eyed disputants, who deem their swordii 
On points of faith, more eloquent than words ; 
And such their zeal, there 's not a youth with brand 
Uplifted there, but, at Ae ChiePs command. 
Would make his own devoted heart its sheath, 
And bless the lips that doomM so dear a death ! 
In hatred to the Caliph's hue of night, 
Their vesture, helms and all, is snowy white f -^ 
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Their weapons various — some equippM, for speedy 
With javelins of the light Kathdan reed ; 
Or bows of buffalo horn and shining quivers 
FiVrd with the stems that bloom on Iran^s riveiB ; 
W^iIe pome, for war's more terrible attacks, 
Winjd the huge mace and pondVous battle-axe ; 
And as they wave alofl in morning's beam 
The milk-white plumage of their helms, they seem'^ 
Like a chenar-trr e grove when winter tlirows 
O'er all its tufted heads its feathering snows. 



Between the porphyry pillars, that uphold 
The rich moresque-work of the roof of gold, — 
Aloft the Harani's curtain'd galleries rise, 
I Where tlirough the silken network, glancing eyes, 
[iFroni time to time, like sudden gleams that glow 
[Through autumn clouds, shine o'er the pomp below. — 
HVhat impious tongue, ye blushing saints, would dare 
To hint that aught but Heav'n had placed you tliere ? 
Or that the loves of tliis light world could bind. 
In their gross chain, your Prophet's soaring mind ? 
No — wrongful thought ! — commission'd from above 
To people Eden's bowers with shapes of love, 
(Creatures so bright, that the same lips and eyes 
They wear on earth will serve in Paradise,) 
There to recline among Heav'n's native maids, 
And crown th' Elect witli bliss tliat never fades -- 
Well hath the Prophet Chief his bidding done ; 
And ev'ry beauteous race beneath the sun, 
P'om tliose who kneel at Bralima's burning founts, 
To the fresh nymphs bounding o'er Yemen's mounti. 
From Persia's eyes of full and fawn-like ray, 
To the small half-shut glances of Kathayj 
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And Georgia's bloom, and Azab's darker BmileSi 
And the gold ringlets of the Western Isles ; 
All, all are there; — each Land its flower hath gKoi^ 
To Ibrm that fair young Mursery for iieav*n ! 



But why this pageant now? — this arra'd arrajr? 
What triumph crowds the rich Divan to>day 
With turban'd heads, of ev'ry hue and race, 
Bowing before that veil*d and awful face, 
■^^ike tulip-beds, of difTrent shape and dyes, 
. ABending beneatii th' invisible West- wind's sighi ! 
iWhat new-made mystery now, for Faith to sign, 
And blood to seal, as genuine and divine. 
What dazzling mimicry of God's own power 
Uath tlie bold Pjophet planu'd to grace thi? hour ? 



Not such tlie pageant now, though not less proud ; 
5'on warrior youtii, advancing from the crowd, 
With silver bow, with belt of broider'd crape, 
And fiu*-bound bonnet of Bucharian shape, 
So fiercely beautiful in form and eye, 
— Like war's wild planet in a summer sky ; 

Tliat youth to-day, — a proselyte, worth hordei 
Of cooler spirits and less practised swords, — 
Is come to join, all bravery and belief. 
The creed and standard of the heav'n-sent Chief 



Though few his ye^irs, the West already knows 
YoungAsgin^faine ; — beyond th' Olympian snowi^ 
Ere manno)Xi darken'd o'er his downy check, 
O'erwhelm d in fight, and captive to the Greeks 
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He lingered there, till peace dissolved his chains ; — 

Oh, who could, e'en in bondage, tread the plaim 

or glorious Greece, nor feel his spirit rise 

Kindling within him ? who, with heart and eyes, 

Could walk where liberty had been, nor see 

The shining footprints of her Deity, 

Nor feel those godlike breathings in the air, 

Which mutely told her spirit had been tliere ? 

Not he, that youthful warrior, — no, too well 

For his soul's quiet work'd th' awak'ning spell ; 

And now, returning to his own dear land. 

Full of those dreams of good that, vainly grand, 

Haunt the young heart, — proud views of human kind 

Of men to Gods exalted and refined, — 

False views, like tliat horizon's fair deceit. 

Where earth and heav'n but seem, ala^ to meot!-~ 

Soon as he heard an Arm Divine was raised 

To right the nations, and beheld, emblaxod 

On the white flag, Mokanna's host unfuri'd. 

Those words of sunshine, *^ Freedom to the World,* 

At once his faith, his sword, his soul obey'd 

Th' inspiring summons ; every chosen blade 

That fought beneatii that banner's sacred text 

Seem'd doubly edged, for this world and the next ; 

And ne'er did Faith with her smooth bandage bind 

Eyes more devoutly willing to be blind. 

In virtue's cause ; — never was soul inspired 

With livelier trust in what it most desired, 

Tl an his, th' enthusiast there, who kneeling, pale 

With pious awe, before that Silver Veil, 

Believes the form, to which he bends his knee, 

Borne pure, redeeming angel, sent to free 

This'fetter'd world from every bond and stain. 

And bring its primal glories back again ' 
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Low aft yonn^ Azim knelt, that motley crowd 
Of all earth's nations sunk the knee and bow*d. 
With shouts of ^ Alia ! ** echoing long and loud ; 
While high in air, above the Prophet's head. 
Hundreds of bannern, to the sunbeam spread, 
jWaved, like the wings of the white birds that fan 
The flying throne of star-taught Soliman. 
Then thus he spoke : — " Stranger, though new the fiMM 
Thy soul inhabits now, I Ve trackM its flame 
For many an age, in evVy chance and change 
Of that existence, through whose varied range, — 
As through a torch-race, where, from hand to hand 
The flying youths transmit their shining brand, 
From frame to frame the unextinguished soul 
Rapidly passes, till it reach the goal ! 



" Nor think ' tis only the gross Spirits, warmM 
With duskier Are and for earth's medium fonu'd. 
That run this course : — Beings, the most divine. 
Thus deign through dark mortality to shine 
Such was the Essence tliat in Adam dwelt, 
To which all Ileav'u. except the Proud One, knelt. 
Such the reflned Intelligence that glowM 
In Moussa's frame, — and, thence descending, flowM 
Through many a Prophet's breast ; — in Issa shone, 
And ill Mohammed burn'd ; till, hast'ning on, 
(As a bright river that, from fall to fall 
In many a maze descending, bright through all, 
Finds some fair region where, each labyrinth paM*d| 
In one full lake of light it rests at last,) 
That Holy Spirit, settling calm and free 
FVora lapse or shadow, centres all in me !" 
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Again, t!<roughout th* assembly at these wordi^ 
Thousands of voices rung: the warriors' swords 
Were plointed up to heaven ; a sudden wind 
In Hi' open banners play'd, and from behind 
Thote Persian hangings, that but iD could screen 
Tlie Ilaram's loveliness, white hands were seen 
Waving embroidered scarfs, whose motion gave 
A perfume forth — like those the Ilouris wave 
When beckoning to their boVis th' immortal Brave. 



" But these," pursued the Chief, "are truths subliio^ 
That claim a holier mood and calmer time 
Than earth allows us now ; — this sword must first. 
The darkling prison-house of Mankind burst, 
Ere l*eace can visit them, or Truth let in 
Her wakening daylight on a world of sin. 
But then, — celestial warriors, then, when all 
Earth's shrines and thrones before our banner fall ; 
When the glad Slave shall at these feet lay down 
His broken chain, the tyrant Lord his crown, 
The Priest his book, the Conqueror his wreath, 
And from the lips of Truth one mighty breath 
Shall, like a whirlwind, scatter in its breeze 
That whole dark pile of human mockeries ; — 
Then shall the reign of mind commence on earth, 
And starting fresh as from a second birth, 
Man, in the sunshine of the world's new spring, 
Shall walk transparent, like some holy tiling ! 
Then, too, your Prophet from his angel brow 
Shall cast the Veil that hides its splendors now, 
And gladden'd Earth shall, through her wide exponia^ 
Bask in the glohes of this countenance ! 



''For thee, yming' warrior, welcome^-* thoa baft J9^ 
B«mic tasks to ieiirii, some frailties to forget, 
Ere t)ie white war-pluine o'er thy brow can wave;-- > 
But, once mf dwn^ miae aU till ia. the grave 1 " 

T!ie pomp is at an end — the crowds are gtiHie — 
Each ear and heart still haunted by the tone 
Of that deep voice which thrilled like Alla's own! " 
The Young ail daxaled by tlie plumes and lanr.es, 
T!^e g-litt*rrng- throite, and lJaraiii*s half-caii$rht gli 
The Old deep pondVing on the promised reign 
Of iicace and tnith : and all the female train 
Ready to risk their eyes, could they but gaee 
A moment oo that brow's miraculous blaze ! 

But there was one, among the chosen maids, 
Who blunhM behind the gallery's BJlken shades. 
One, to whose soul tlie pageant of to-<lay 
Has been> like death :-^ you saw lier pale disraayi 
Ye wosd'ring sisterhood, and heard the burst 
Of eacdaination imra her li{)s, when first 
She saw that youth, too well, too dearly known, 
Silently kaeeling at the Prophet's tlux>n6 

Ah Zelica! thei>e was a time, when bliss 

Shone'^UhChy heart from every look of his;. 

When but to see him, lieax him, breathe tlie air 

In whi.tb he dwelt» was thy soul's fondest prayer 

When round him hung such a perpetual spell, 

Whate*cr he did, none ever did so welL 

Too happy daya! when, if he toiich'd a flowV 

Or gem c»f thane, *t was sacred from that houv ; 

When thou didtit study him till every toae 

And geatnro and dear look became tiiy 4»w% -^• 
8 
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Thy voice like^^iB, the changes of his face 
In thine reflected with still lovelier grace, 
Like echo, sending back sweet music, fraugnt 
With twice th' aerial sweetness it had brought 
Yef now he comes, — brighter than even he 
E^er beamM before, — but, ah ! not bright for thee 
No — dread, unlook'd for, like a visitant 
From til' other world, he comes as if to haunt 
Thy guilty soul with dreams of lost delight, 
Long lost to all but memVy's aching sight ; -^ 
Sad dreams ! as when the Spirit of our Youth 
Returns in sleep, sparkling with all the truth 
I And innocence once ours, and leads us back, 
I In mournful mockery, o'er the shining track 
Of our young life, and points out every ray 
Of hope and peace we 've lost upon the way ! 



Once happy pair ! — In proud Bokhara's grovei 
Who has not heard of their first youthful loves ? 
Born by that ancient flood, which irom its spring 
In the dark Mountains swiftly wandering, 
Enrich'd by ev'ry pilgrim brook that shines • 
With relics from Bucharia's ruby mines, 
A nd, lending to the Caspian half its strength. 
In the cold Lake of Eagles sinks at length ; — 
There, on the banks of that bright river bom, 
The flow'rs that hung above its wave at mom, 
Bless'd not the waters, as they murmur'd by, 
With holier scent and lustre, than the sigh 
And virgin- glance of first affection cast 
Upon their youth's smooth current, as it pass'd ! 
But war disturb'd this vision, -* far away 
From her fond eyes summon'd to join th' anar 
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Of Peraia'8 warriora on the hOls of Thnce, 
The youth exchanged his sylvan dwelhng-place 
For the rude tent and #ar-field*8 dreadful clash ; 
His Zelica^s sweet glances for the flash 
Of Grecian wild-fire, and Love's gentle chains 
For bleeding bondage on Byzantium's plains. 

Month afl^ month, in widowhood of soul 
Drooping, the maiden saw two summers roll 
Their suns away -^ but, ah, how cold and dim 
Ev'n summer suns, when not beheld with him ! 
From time to time ill-omen'd rumors came. 
Like spirit-tongues, muttVing the sick man's name, 
Just ere he dies : — at length those sounds of dread 
Fell with'ring on her soul, " Azim is dead ! " 

I Oh Grief, beyond all other griefs, when fate 
First leaves the young heart lone and desolate 
In the wide world, without that only tie 
For which it loved to live or fear'd to die ; — 
Lorn' as the hung-up lute, that ne'er hath spoken 
Since the sad day its master-chord was broken! 

Fond maid, the sorrow of her soul was such, 
Ev'n reason sunk, — blighted beneath its touch; 
And though, ere long, her sanguine spirit rose 
Above the first dread pressure of its woes, 
Though health and bloom retum'd, the delicate ahtiv 
Of thought, once tangled^ never clear*d again. 
Warm, lively, soft as in youth's happiest day, 
/| The mind was still all there, but turn'd astray ; — 
A wand'ring bark, upon whose pathway shone 
All stars of heaven, except the guiding one ! 
Again she smiled, nay, much and brightly smiled. 
But tivas a lustre, strange, unreal, wild; 
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And when die sung to her lute's touchmgf stmiiv 
1' was like Uic nijtea, hail* ecstacy, half pain, 
The bulbui utters, ere her sofll depart. 
When, vanquished by some niimorers powWul art, 
]BJie dies upon tlie lute whose sweetness broiie 
heart! 
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Such was the mood in which that mission found 
Voinitr Zelica, — that mission, w)iich around 
The Easterr. world, in every reg-ion bless'd 
With woman's smile, sought out its loveliest, 
To jrrace that galaxy of lips and eyes 
Which the Veifd PropluH, destined for the skies: - 
Anil such (puck welcome as a s|>ark receives 
DroppM on a bed of Autumn*s withtVd leaves. 
Did every tale of these eutJmsiasis find 
in The wild maiden's sorruw>h lighted mind. 
All tire, at once tiie maddening zeal she caught; - 
Pilcrt of Paradise \ blest, rapturous thought I 
Predestined bride, in heaven's eternal dome, 
Of some brave youth — ha ! durst they say ** of 
No — of the one, one only object traced 
In her heart's core too deep to be effaced ; 
The one whose mcni'ry, fresn as life, is twined 
With every broken link of her lost mind ; 
Whose image lives, though Reason^s self be 
Safe 'mid the ruins of her intellect! 
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Alas, poor Zelica ! it needc<1 all 
The fantasy, which held thy mind in thrall, 
To see in that gay llaram's glowing maids 
\ shaded colony for Kdcn's shades ; 
Or dream that he, — of whose unholy flame 
Thou wert too soon the victim, ^»- shining 
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Prom Pandifee, to people its pare gpbero 
With souls like thine^ which he hath ruia'd 1 
No — had not reason's light totally set, 
And lofl thee dark, thou hadst an amulet 
In the loved image, graven on thy heart, 
Which would have saved thee from the templerti u^ 
^1 And kept alive, in all its bloom of breath, 
j That purity, whose fading is love's death ! — 
I But lost, inflamed, — a restless zeal took place 
or the mild virgin's still and feminine grace ; 
First of the Prophet's favorites proudly first 
In zeal and charms, — too well tli' Impostor nursed 
Her soul's delirium, in whose active flame. 
Thus lighting up a young, luxuriant frame. 
He saw more potent sorceries to bind 
To his dark yoke the spirits of mankind. 
More subtle cluuns than hell itself e'er twined. 
No art was spared, no witch'ry ; — all the skil'' 
His demons taught him was employ'd to All 
Her mind with gloom and ecstacy by turns — 
That gloom, through which Frenzy but fiercer biimi 
That ecstacy, which from the depth of sadness 
Glares like the maniac's moon, whose light is madnew 

T was from a brilliant banquet, where the sound 
Of poesy and music breathed around. 
Together picturing to her mind and ear 
The glories of that heav'n, her destined sphere, 
Where all was pure, where every stain that lay 
Upon the spirit's light should pass away, 
And, realizing more than youthful love 
E'er wish'd or dream'd, she should for ever rove 
Through fields of fragrance by her Azim's side 
Kb own bless'd, purified, eternal bride ! -^ 
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T was from a «ceno, a witcfaing trance 13ce tius, 
He humed her away, yet breathing bliss, 
To tho dim clianiei-iiouae ; — tl trough all iti 9tntm 
Of (lump and death, led (Hily by tJi(«e gleami 
Which foul corruption lights, as with cesign 
Til show the gay and proud she too can shine «*> 
A nd, passing on through upright ranks of f>ead, 
Which to tlie maiden, doubly crazed by dread, 
Seein'd, through the bluish death-light round tlieta caali 
To move their lips in mutt'rings as she passM — 
Tht're, in that awful place, when each had quafTd 
And pledged in silence such a fearful draught. 
Such — oh ! lue look and taste of that red bowl 
Will haunt her till she dies — he bound her soul 
By a dark oatli, in helPs own language framed, 
Never, while earth his mystic presence claimM, 
While the blue arch of day hung o'er them both, 
' Never, by that all-imprecating oath, 
In joy or sorrow from his side to sever. ^— 
She swore, and tlie widechaniel«choed, '^Never, never!* 

From that dread honr, entirely, wildly giv'n 
To htm and — she believed, lost maid! — to heav'u, 
llor brain, her heart, her passions all inflamed, 
How proud slie stood, when in full Ilaram named 
. Tiic Priestess of tlie Faith ! — liow tlashM her eyes 
With light, alas, that was not of the skies. 
When round, in trances, only less than hers, 
She saw the Haram kneel, her prostrate worsfaippem 
Well. might Mokanna thmk that ibnn alone 
Had spells enough to make the world his own:-* 
Light, lovely limbs, to which the spirit's play 
Giive tnotiun, airy as tlie dancing spray, 
When from its stem the small bird wings away. 
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Lipi« in whose rosy Myrinth, w]ieii she MiiMy 

The soul was lost ; aod bliuhcs, swift aad wild 

As are the moraentary meteors sent 

A .niHs tir UDcalm, but bcauteotM firmament 

A ltd then her look — oh ! where 's the heart so 

Could •jnbewiklef'd meet those matrhless eyes ? 

Quick, restless, stranjfe, but exquisite withal. 

Like those of angels, just before their fall ; 

Nonr ahadowM witli the sliames of earth — now etomTi. 

By ^Umpses of the }ieav*ri her heart had lost; 

III ev'ry g^lance there broke, without control, 

TImb iiiisbes of a bright but troubled soul. 

Where sensibility still wildly play'd, 

Like lightning, round the ruins it had mode ! 



And such was now young Zelica — so chan^^ed 
From her who, some years since, delighted ranged 
Tlie alaiond groves that shade Bokhara's tide. 
All life and bliss, with Azim by her side! 
So altered was she now, this festal day. 
When, 'mid tlie proud Divan's dazzling array, 
The vision of that Youth wiiom she had loved. 
Had wept as dead, before her breathed and moved ;• 
When — bright, she thought, as if from Eden's track 
But half-way trodden, he had wander'd back 
Again to earth, glistening with Eden's light — 
licr beauteous Azim shone before her sight 



O Reason ! who shall say what spells renew, 
When least we look for it, thy broken clew ! 
Thmugh what small vistas o'er the darkened bnuii 
Thy intellectual day-beam bursts again ; 
Ard how, like forts, to which beleaguerers win 
Unhoped-for entnmce through some friend withia 



One clear idea, waken'd in the breast J 

By niem'ry*8 ma^c^ lets in all the rest. 

Would it were thna, nnliappy girl, with thee! 

But thoiigii lig-ht came, it came hut partially ; * 

Enough m sSiow tht^ nia.ze, in which tJiy sense 

WanderM about, — hut not to g^uide it thence ; 

Enough to ^liMinier cj*er tlm yawning wave^ 

But not ti> poiat the harbor which might save. 

Hours of dehght nnd pence, long left behind, 

With that dear form came rushing o'er her mind? 

But, oh I to think how deep her soul had gnne 

In shanie and fiiUehood eince tlioae momentB ihooe 

And, then^ her odtli — there mudness lay again^ 

And, shud living, back she sunk into her chain 

Of mental darkness, as if blest to J^ee 

From li^ht, ^shose every glimpge was agony! ' 

Vet, one relief this glance of former years 

Brought, mingled with its pain^ — tears, fltxjda oftmi^ 

Long frozen at her heart, but imw like rills 

Let loose in spring-time from the snowy hills, 

And guahing warm, after a sleep of frust, 

Througli valleys where tlieir flow had long been loet* 



" Sad and subdued, for tlie fir^t time her frame 
Tremblod witli horror, vfhun the summons came, 
(A summons proud and nire, wJijch all but she, 
And 8h«3, till now, htid heard with ecstasy,) 
To meet Mokaima at his [diice of prayer, 
A garden oratory, cool and ikir, 
3y the stream^s side^ where still nt close of day 
Tha Prtipbet of the Veil retired to pray ; 
Boraetinics alone — but oftencr far, with one 
One cbcKBen nyinph to ahare hia criaon. 
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or late mine fomid such favor in his ai^ht 
As the yaimff.\*riesxes9 ; and Uiouf2:h, since that J 
Wlnm the deatli-caverns e<'iioM every tone 
Ot tlie (tire oetii tliat inade her all his owny 
Th* Impostor, sure of his infatuate prize. 
Had, more tlian once, thrown off his souFs disgfUJM 
And uttered such unheav*nly, monstrous things, 
As ev'n across the desp'rate wanderings 
Of a weak uitcnect, whose lamp was out, 
l^iirew start] iiig sJiadows of dismay and doubt ;-^ 
^'et zeal, ambition, her tremendous vow, 
Tlie Uioiijfht, still haunting her, of tiial bright hmw^ 
WlifMe blaze, as yet from mortal eye conc«>ard, 
Would snon, proud triumph ! be to her reveaPd, 
Vo h<?r aitme ; — and tlien tlie hope, most dear, 
Brlririt wild of all, that her transgression here 
Was but a passage through eartli^s grosser lire^ 
From wliich the spirit would at last aspire, 
Ev*n purer tlian before, — as perfumes rise 
Tlirough flame and smoke, most weicome to the 

skies — 
And that when Azim's fond, divine embrace 
Should circle her in hcav'n, no darkening trace 
Wdiild on that bosom he once loved remain, 
liui all be briglit, be pure, be his again ! *-* 
These were the wild'ring €b*eams, whose cursed deeett 
Had cliain'd her soul beneath the tempter^s feet, 
A nd niade her t]iink ev'n damning falsehood sweet. 
But now tliat Shape, which had appall'd her view, 
riiat Semblaiwe — oil how terrible, if true ! 
Which came across her frenzy's full career 
With shock of consciousness, cold, deep, severv^ 
As when, in nortliem seas, at midnight dark, 
An isle of ice encomitmrs some swift bark. 
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And, startling all its wretches from their sleep) 
By one cold impulse hurls them to the deep ; •— 
So came that shock not frenzy's self could bear 
And waking up each long-lulIM image there, 
But check'd her headlong soul, to sink it in despaL"! 

Wan and dejected, through the ev'ning dusk, 
She now went slowly to tltat small kiosk, 
Where, pondering alone his impious schemes, 
Mokanna waited her — too wrapt in dreams 
Of the fair-rip'ning future's rich success, 
To heed the sorrow, pale and spiritless. 
That sat upon his victim's downcast brow, 
Or mark how slow her step, how alter'd now 
From the quick, ardent Priestess, whose light bound 
Came like a spirit's o'er th' unechoing ground, — 
From that wild Zeiica, whose ev'ry glance 
Was thrilling fire, whose ev'ry thought a trance ! 



Upon his couch the Veil'd Mokanna lay. 
While lamps around — not such as lend their ray, 
Glimm'ring and cold, to those who nightly pray 
In ho!y Koom, or Mecca's dim arcades, — 
But brilliant, soft, such lights as lovely maids 
Look loveliest in, shed tlieir luxurious glow 
Upon his mystic Veil's white glitt'ring flow. 
Beside him, 'stead of beads and books of pray'r, 
Which the world fondly thought he mused on t\^i% 
Stood Vases, till'd with Kishmee's golden wine, 
And the red weepings of tlie Shiraz vine ; 
Of which his curtain'd lips full many a draught 
Took zealously, as if each drop they quaif'd. 
Like Zemzem's Spring of Holiness, had pow^ 
To &eshen the soul's virtues intc flow'r! 
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And still he drank and pondered — nor could flee 

Th' approaching maid, so deep his revery ; 

At length, with fiendish laugh, like that which brake 

From Eblis at the Fail of Man, he spoke : — 

** Yes, ye vile race, for hell's amusement given, 

Too mean for earth, yet claiming kin with heav'n ; 

God*8 images, forsooth ! — such gods as ho 

Whom India serves, the monkey deity ; — 

Ye creatures of a breath, proud things oi clay. 

To whom if Lucifer, as grandams say, 

Refused, though at the forfeit of heaven^s light. 

To bend in worship, Lucifer was right ! — 

Soon shall I plant this foot upon the neck 

Of your foul race, and without fear or check. 

Luxuriating in hate, avenge my shame. 

My deep-felt, long-nursed loathing of man's name!— > 

Soon at the head of myriads, blind and fierce 

As hooded falcons, through the universe 

1 11 sweep my darkening, desolating way, 

Weak man my instrument, cursed man my prey ! 

"Ye wise, ye leam'd, who grope your dull way on 
By the dipi twinkling gleams of ages gone. 
Like superstitious thieves, who tliink the light 
From dead men's marrow guides thmn best at night « 
Ye shall have h<Hior8 — wealth — yes, Sages, yes — 
I know, grave fools, your wisdom's nothingness ; 
Undazzled it can track yon starry sphere, 
But a gilt stick, a bauble blinds it here. 
How shall I lau^ when trumpeted along. 
In lying speech, and still more lying song. 
By these leam'd slaves, the meanest of the throng; 
Their wits bought up, their wisdom shruidt so smaDt 
A sceptre's puny point can wield it all ! 
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"Ye too, believerti of incredible creeda, 
WIhksc faith enshrines the inonstera which it breeds 
Who, bolder ev'ti Umn Netnmdj tiiink to rise. 
By nonsenae heap*d on nonflonae, to the skiQu i 
Ve shnll Imve immcles, ay, sound onc?ft tiio, 
Seen, heard, atteistod, ev'ry thing- — - but tma 
Vcjiir preaching zenlota, too J nfl pi red to seek 
One gnice of meaning fcir the thingis they speak , 
Your marrym, re^idy to «hed out their blood, 
For truths {no heav'niy to be tuitlerstood ; 
Ajid yoiir Htttte Priests, sole venders of the \oT9t 
Th^t works salvation ; — as, on Ava's «hore, 
Wiicre none bid priests are privileged ^o trade 
In that best niarbJe of which Gods are made; 
Tlicy a hall have mysteries — ay, prtjcioua BtuffJ 
For knnvea to thrive by — mysteries ejioiro;h ; 
Dark, tangled doctrines, dark aa ftaud can wcave^ 
Wbicii simple votaries a hall on tnist receive, 
While craftier feig-n belief, till they believe. 
A Ih^Bv^n too ye must have^ ye lords of dust,— 
A splendid paradiee, — pure souls, ye must: 
ITIioI Pro]dket ill sustains bis holy calt^ 
,Who ^ads not heavens to suit the tastes of all: 
llourifl for boys, omniscience for aaffea, 
■> And mngn ajjd g'briea Ibr all mnl<a and ag^a. 
Vain tlangs I — aa hist or vanity inspires, 
The heaven of each is but what each desirea^ 
And, soul or sense, ivhaie*eT tlie object be, 
Man would be man to all eternity I 
So lei hirn — Eblts ! — grant this cro'^vnini^ curvtt^ 
But keep him what he is, no lleU were wor^eJ^ 

" Oh mj tost aoiil I " exctaimM the shuddVing mu^ 
VV^hoee ears had drank like poiaon all he said : — - 



Bfokaima started-- not abash'd, afraid^ — 

He knew no more of fear than one who dweOs 

Beneath tlie tropics knows of icicles ! 

But in those dismal words that reaehM his ear, 

** Oh my lost soul ! " there was a sound so drear, 

So like that voice, among the sinful dead, 

In which the legend o*er Hell's Gate is read, 

That, new as 't was from her, whom naught could dini 

Or sink till now, it startled even him. 

" Ha, my fair Priestess ! " — thus, with ready wile, 
Th' Impostor tumM to greet her — ^ thou, whose amilt 
Hath inspiration in its rosy beam 
Beyond th* Enthusiast's hope or Prophet's dream, 
Light of the Faith ! who twin'st religion's zeal 
So close with love's, men know not which they feeL 
Nor which to sigh for, in their trance of heart, 
The heav'n thou preachcst or the heav'n thou art! % 
What should I be without thee ? without thee 
How dull were power, how joyless victory ! 
Though borne by angels, if that smile of thine 
Bless'd not my banner, 't were but half divine. 
But — why so mournful, child ? those eyes, that shout 
All life last night — what ! — is their glory gone ? 
Come, come — this mom's fatigue hath made them pal*, 
They want rekindling — suns themselves would fai 
Did not their comets bring, as I to thee. 
From light's own fount supplies of brilliancy 
Thou seest this cup — no juice of earth is here, 
But tiie pure waters of that upper sphere, 
Whoie rills o'er ruby beds and topaz flow, 
Catcnmg the gem's bright color, as they ga 
Nightly my Genii come and fill these urns — 
Nay, drink — in ev'ry drop life's essence bums ; 
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rr will make th X soul all fire, those eyes all light-— 
Come, come, I want thy loveliest smiles to-nignt: 
There is a youth — why start? — thou saw'st him them 
Look'd he not nobly ? such the godlike men 
Thou It have to woo thee in the bow'rs above;— 
Though he^ I fear, hath thoughts too stem for love, 
Too ruled by that cold enemy of bliss 
The world calls virtue — we must conquer this ; 
Nay, shrink not, pretty sage ! 't is not for thee 
To scan the mazes of HeavVs mystery : 
The steel must pass through fire, ere it can yield 
Pit instruments for mighty hands to wield. 
This very night I mean to try the art 
Of powerfiil beauty on that warrior's heart 
All that my Haram boasts of bloom and wit, 
Of skill and charms, mast rare and exquisite, 
. gjhall tempt the boy ; — young Mirzala's blue eye§, 
"Wtiose sleepy lid like snow on violets lies ; 
Arouya's cheeks, warm as a spring-day sun. 
And lips that, like the seal of Solomon, 
^ Have magic in their pressure ; Zeba's lute, 
;And LillaV dancing feet, that gleam and shoot 
/Rapid and white as sea-birds o'er the deep — 
' All shall combine their witching powers to steep 
My convert's spirit in that soft'ning trance. 
From which to heav'n is but tne next advance , — 
Tliat glowing, yielding fusion of the breast, 
On which Religion stamps her image best 
But hear me, Priestess ! — though each n3rmph of these 
Halh some peculiar, practised pow'r to please. 
Some glance or step which, at the mirror tried. 
First charms herself, then all the world beside; 
There still wants one, to make the vict'ry sure, 
One who in every look joins eveiy lure; 
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Thiottgh whom all beauty's beams ceocentred psM, 
Dazzling and wanii, as through love's burning glut | 
Whose gentle lips persuade without a word, 
Whose words, ev'n when unmeaning, are adored 
Like inarticofaite -forechthiiigs from a shrine^ 
Which our faith takes for gmnted are divine ! 
Sucfrlg T fag iij f inph .4g»-want, «11 warmth and light. 
To crown the rich temptations of to-riight ; 
Such the refined enchantress that must be 
This hero's vanquisher, — and thou art she I " 

With her hands clasp'd, her lips apart and pale. 
The maid had stood, gazing upon the Veil 
From which these words, like south winds through a 

fence 
Df Kerzrah flow'rs, came fiU'd with pestilence ; 
So boldly utter'd too ! as if all dread 
Of frowns from her, of virtuous frowns, were fled, 
And the wretch felt assured that, once plunged in, 
Her woman's soul would, know no pause in sin! 



At first, though mute she listen'd, like a dream 
Seem'd all he said : nor could her mind, whose 1 
As yet was weak, penetrate half his scheme. 
But when, at length, he utter'd, " Thou art she i " 
All flash'd at once, and shrieking piteously, 
« Oh not for worlds!" she cried— "Great God! towhui 
I once knelt innocent, is this my doom ? 
Are aJl my dreams, my hopes of heav'nly bliis, 
My purity, my pride, then come to this, — 
To live, the wanton of a fiend ! to be 
The pander of his guilt — oh infamy ! 
And sunk, myself, as low as hell can steep 
L In its hot flood drag oth'^rs down as deep 1 



iUr: 
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Others — ha ! yes — that youth who c wne to-dkij — 
jVbl him I loved — not him — oh ! do but say, 
But swear to me this moment 't is not he, 
And I will serve, dark fiend, will worship even thee I '^ 

Beware, young raving thing ; — in time beware, 
Nor utter what I cannot, must not bear, 
Er'n from Ihy lips. Go — try thy lute, thy voicOi 
The boy must feel their magic ; — I rejoice 
To see those fires, no matter whence they rise. 
Once more illuming my fair Priestess' eyes ; 
And should tlie youth, whom soon those eyes shall warn 
Indeed resemble thy dead lover's form. 
So much the happier wilt thou find thy doom. 
As one warm lover, full of life and bloom. 
Excels ten thousand cold ones in the tomb. 
Npy, nay, no frowning, sweet! — those eyes were madi 
For love, not anger — I must be obey'd." 

" Obeyed ! — 't is well — yes, I deserve it all - 
On me, on me Heav'n's vengeance cannot fall 
Too heavily — but Azim, brave and true 
And beautiful — must he be ruin'd too ? 
Must A« too, glorious as he is, be driven 
A renegade like me firom Love and Heaven ? 
Like me ? — weak wretch, I wrong him — not like ibq 
No — he 's all truth and strength and purity ! 
Fill up your madd'ning hell-cup .to the brim. 
Its witch'ry, fiends, will have no charm for him. 
Let loose your glowing wantons from their bow^i, 
He loves, he loves, and can defy their powers ! 
Wretch as I am, in his heart still I reign 
Dure as when first we met, without a stain * 
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Though rain'd — lost — jny mem ly, like a chaim 
Left by the dead, still keeps his soul from hanik 
Oh ! never let him know how deep the brow 
He kiss'd at parting, is dishonoi^d now \ — 
Ne'er tell him how debased, how sunk is she, 
Whoai once he loved ^ once! — tHU loves dotiitgly 
Thou laugh'st, tormentor — what ! — thou It brand m| 

name? 
Do, do — in vain — he 11 not believe my shame — 
He thinks me true, that naught beneath God*s sky 
Could tempt or change me, and — so once thought L 
But this is past — though worse than death my lot, 
Than hell — t is nothing while kt knows it not 
Far off to some benighted land 1 11 fly, 
Where sunbeams ne'er shall enter till I die ; 
Where none will ask the lost one whence she came, 
But I may fade and fall without a name. 
And thou — cursed man or fiend, wbate'er thou art, 
Who found'st this burning plague spot in my heart. 
And spread'st it — oh, so quick! — through soul aod 

frame. 
With more than demon's art, till I became 
A loathsome thing, all pestilence, all flame !— 
If, when I 'm gone " 

"^ Hold, fearless maniac, hol<l^ 
Nor tempt my rage — by Heaven, not half so bold 
The puny Jird, that dares with teasing hum 
Within the crocodile's stretch'd jaws to come; 
And so thou It fly, forsooth ? — what ! — g* ve up all 
Thy chaste dominion in the Haram Hall, 
Where now to Love and now to Alia given. 
Half mistress and half saint, thou hang'st as even 
As doth Medina's tomb, twix: hell and heaven* 
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Tliou It fly ? — as easily may reptiles run, 

The gaunt snake once hath fix'd his eyes upon ; 

As easily, when caught, the prey may be 

Pluck'd from his loving folds, as thou from me. 

No, no, 'tis fixM — let good or ill betide, 

Thou 'rt mine till deatli, till death Mokanna's bride ! 

Hast thou forgot thy oath ?"■ 

At this dread word^ 
The Maid, whose spirit his rude taunts had stirr'd 
Through all its depths, and roused an anger there, 
l^liat burst and lightened even through her despair-— 
Slirunk back, as if a blight were in the breath 
That spoke that word, and stagger'd pole as death. 



** Yes, my sworn bride, let others seek in bow*iB 
Their bridal place — the chamel-vault was ours ! 
Instead of scents and balms, for thee and me 
Rose the rich steams of sweet mortality : 
Gay, flick'ring death-lights shone w\ile we were wed^ 
And, for our guests, a row of goodly Dead, 
(Immortal spirits in their time, no doubt,) 
From reeking shrouds upon the rite look'd out ! 
That oath thou heard'st more lips than thine repeat -« 
That cup — thou shudd'rest. Lady, — was it sweet ? 
Tliat cup we pledged, the chamePs choicest wine, 
Ilatn bound thee — ay — body and soul all mine ; 
Bound thee by chains that, whether bless'd or cursed 
No matter now, not hell itself shall burst ! 
Hence, woman, to the Haram, and look gay. 
Look wild, look — any thing but sad ; yet stay — 
One moment more — from what tliis night hath pass'4 
I see thou know'st me, know'st me toeU at last 
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Ha! ha! and so, fond thing, thou thongfat'st all tnifl^ 

And that 1 love mankind ? — I do, I do — 

As victims, love tliem; as the sea-dogr dotes 

Upon the small, sweet fry that round him floats ; 

Or, as tiie Nile-bird loves the slime that gives 

That rank and venomous food on which she lives ! *^ 

*^ And, now thou seest my mn^s angelic hue, 
T is time these features were uncurtain'd too ; — > 
This brow, whose light — oh rare celestial light ! 
Hath been reserved to bless thy favor'd sight ; 
These dazzliiig eyes, before whose shrouded might 
Thou *Bt seen immortal Man kneel down and quake -^ 
Would that they were heaven's lightnings for his sake. 
But turn and look — then wonder, if thou wilt, 
That I should hate, should take revenge, by guilt, 
Upmi the hand, whose mischief or whose mirth 
Sent me thus maim*d and monstrous upon earth ; 
And on that race who, though more vile tliey be 
Than mowing apes, are demi*gods to me ! 
Here — judge if hell, with all its power to damn. 
Can add one curse to the foul thing I am ! " — 

He raised his veil — the Maid tum*d slowly roani^ 
Einok*d at him — shriek*d and sunk upon the gnmnd * 
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On tlieir arrival, next night, at the place of encamp 
•Qent, they were surprised and delighted to find thi« 
groves all-around illuminated; some artists of Yam- 
tcheou having been sent on previously for the purpose. 
On each side of the green alley which led to the Royal 
Pavilion, artificial sceneries of bamboo-work were 
erected, representing arches, minarets, and towers, from 
which hung thousands of silken lanterns, painted by 
Jtie most delicate pencils of Canton. Nothing could be 
more beautiful than the leaves of the mango^ees and 
acacias, shining in the light of the bamboo-sceneiy , which 
shed a lustre round as soft as that of the nights of Peristan. 

Lalla Rookh, however, who wa^ too much occupied 
by the sad stoiy of Zelica and her lover, to give a 
thought to any thing else, except, perhaps, him who 
related it, hurried on through this scene of splendor to 
her pavilion, — greatly to the mortification of the poor 
artists of Yamtcheou, — and was followed with equal 
rapidity by the Great Chamberlain, cursing, as he went, 
that ancient Mandarin, whose parental anxiety in light- 
ing up the shores of the lake, where his beloved daughter 
had wandered and been lost, wsa the origin of these 
fantastic Chinese illuminations. 

Without a moment's delay, young Feramorz wrji 
introduced, and Fadladeen, who could never make 14: 
his mind as to the merits of a poet till he knew the 
religious sect to which he belonged, was about to ask 
him whether he was a Shia or a Sooni, when Lalla Rookh 
unpatientiy clapped her hands for silence, and the youth, 
being seated upon the musnud near her, proceeded: — 



45 



PRiPAftE thy 8011I, young Azim ! —thou hait Vnifed 
The hands of Gfcece, still niighty though enslaved ; 
Hast faced her phalanx, arm'd with all iti fame. 
Her Macedonian pikes and globes of flame ; 
All this hast fronted, with firm heart and brow ; 
But a more perilous trial waits thee now, ~^ 
Woman's bright eyes, a dazzling host of eyes 
From every land where woman smiles or sighs ; 
Of every hue, as Love may chance to raise 
His black or azure banner in their blaze ; 
And each sweet mode of warfare, from the flash 
That lightens boldly through the shadowy lash. 
To the sly, stealing splendore, almost hid, 
Like swords half-«heath'd, beneath the downcast lid ;'^ 
Such, Azim, is the lovely, luminous host 
Now led against thee ; and, let conqu'rors boast 
Their fields of fame, he who in virtue arms 
A young, warm spirit against beauty's charms, 
Who feels her brightness, yet defies her thrall, 
Is the best, bravest conqu'nnr of them alL 



Now, through the Haram chambers, moving lighti 
And busy shapes proclaim the toilet's rites ; — 
From room to room the ready handmaids hie, 
Some skill'd to wreath the turban tastefully, 
Or hang the v^il, in negligence of shade, 
O'er the wann blushes of the youthful maid. 
Who, if between the folds but one eye shono^ 
Like Seba's Queen could vanquish with that one x 
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While some bring leaves of Henna, to imbue 

The fingers' ends with a bright roseate hue, 

So bright, that in the mirror's depth they seem 

Like tips of coral branches in the stream: 

And others mix the Kohol's jetty dye. 

To give that long, dark languish to the eye. 

Which makes the maids, whom kings are proud to coL 

From fair Circassia's vales, so beautifuL 

AH is in motion ; rings, and plumes, and pearls 

Are shining everywhere : — some younger girls 

Are gone by moonlight to the garden-beds, 

To gather fresh, cool chaplets for their heads ; — 

Gay creatures ! sweet, though mournful, t is to see 

How each prefers a garland from that tree 

Which brings to mind her childhood's innocent da| 

And the dear fields and friendships far away. 

The moid of India, bless'd again to hold 

In her full lap the Champac's leaves of gold, 

Thinks of the time when, by the Ganges' flood, 

Her little playmates scatter d many a bud 

Upon her long black hau, with glossy gleam 

Just dripping from the consecrated stream; 

While the young Arab, haunted by the smell 

Of her own mountain flow'rs, as by a spell, — 

The sweet Elcaya, and that courteous tree 

Which bows to all who seek its canopy. 

Sees, cull'd up round her by these magic scents. 

The well, the camels, and her father's tents ; 

Sighs for the home she left with little pain, 

And wishes ev'n its sorrows back again ! 



Meanwhile, through vast illuminated ba1k» 
Silent and bright, where nothiiig but the faUi 
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Of fragnint waters, gashing- with ccjol soand 
From many a jasper foont is heard around^ 
Yoang Azim roams bewilder'd, — nor can 
What means this maze of light and lonelinem 
Here, the way leads, o'er tesselated fiooi* 
Or mats of Cairo, through long corridors. 
Where, ranged in cassolets and silver urns, 
Sweet wood of aloe or of sandal bmns ; 
And spicy rods, such lu illume at night 
The bow'rs of Tibet, send fo^ odorous light, 
Like Peris' wands, when pointing out the road 
For some pure spirit to its blest abode : — 
And hero, at once, the glittering saloon 
Bursts on his sight, boundless and bright as 
Whero, in the midst, reflecting back the rays 
In broken rainbows, a frosh fountain plays 
High as th' enamell'd cupola, which tow'rs 
All rich with Arabesques of gold and flowers 
And the'lnosaic floor beneath shines through 
The sparkling of that fountain's siWry dew, 
Like the wet, glist'ning shells, of ev'ry dye, 
That on the margin of the Red Sea lie. 



Here too he traces the kind visitings 
Of woman's love in those fair, living things 
Of land and wave, whose fate — in bondage hrowq 
For their weak loveliness — is like her own! 
On one side gleaming with a sudden grace 
Through water, brilliant as the crystal vase 
In which it undulates, small fishes shine. 
Like golden ingots from a fairy mine ! — 
While, on the other, latticed lightly in 
With odoriferous woods of Ck>morin, 
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E^ch bi-illi&nt bird that wings the air is se^;— 
Gay, sparkling loories, such as gleam between 
The crimson blossoms of the coral tree 
In the warm isles of India's sunny sea : 
Mecca's blue sacred pigeon, and the thrush 
Of Hindostan, whose holy warblings gush. 
At evening, from the tall pagoda's top ; — 
Those golden birds that, in the spice-time, drop 
About the gardens, drunk with that sweet food 
Whose scent hath lured them o'er the summer tooi 
And tjiose that under Araby's sofl sun 
Build their high nests of budding cinnamon ; 
In short aU rare and beauteous things, that fly 
Through the pure element, here calmly lie 
Sleeping in light, like the green birds that dwell 
In Eden's radiant fields of asphodel ! 

So on, through scenes past all imagining. 
More like the luxuries of that impious King, 
Whom Death's dark Angel, with his lightning torch, 
Struck down and blasted ev'n in Pleasure's porch, 
Than the pure dwelling of a Prophet sent, 
Arm'd with Heaven's sword for man's enfranchisement^ 
Young Azim wander'd, looking sternly round. 
His simple garb and war-boots' clanking sound 
But ill according with the pomp and grace 
And silent lull of that voluptuous place. 

* Is this, then," thought the youth, ^ is tais the wa| 
/To free man's spirit from the dead'ning sway 
/ Of worldly sloth, — to teach him while he lives, 
I To know no bliss but that which virtue gives, 
\ And when he dies, to leave his lofty name 
A 'ight, a landmark on the clifis of fame ' 
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It wu dot 80 Land of the generous thougiit 

And daring deed, thj godlike sages taught ; 

It was not thus; in bowers of wanton ease, 

Thy Freedom nursed her sacred energies; 

Oil ! not beneath th' enfeebling, with'ring glow 

Of such dull lux'ry did those m3rTtles grow, 

With which she wreathM her sword, when she would dan 

Immortal deeds ; but in the bracing air 

Of toil, — of temperance, — of that high, rare, 

Ethereal virtue, which alone can breathe 

Life, health, and lustre into Freedom's wreatL 

Who, that surveys this span of earth we presd,^ 

This speck of life in time's great wilderness, 

This narrow isthmus 'twixt two boundless seas, 

The past, the future, two eternities !^ 

Would sully the bright spot, or leave it baie. 

When he might build him a proud temple there, 

A name, that long shall hallow all its space, 

And be each purer soul's high resting-place. 

But no — it cannot be, that one, whom God 

Has sent to break the wizard Falsehood's rod, — 

I A Prophet of the Truth, whose mission draws 
Its rights from Heaven, should thus profane its cauie 

I With the world's vulgar pomps ; — no, no, — I see 
He thinks me weak — this glare of luxury 
Is but to tempt, to try the eaglet gaze 
Of my young soul — shine on, 't will stand the blaze . ' 

So thought the youth; — but, ev'n while he defied 

This witching scene, he felt its witch'ry glide 

Through ev'ry sense. The perfume breathing roand, 

Like a peri'ading spirit; — the still sound 

Of falling waters, lulling as tlie song 

Of Indian bees at 8unse% when they throng 
5 
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Around die fragrant Nilici, and deep 

in its blue blossoms hum themselFes to sleep f 

And music« loo — dear music ! that can touch 

Bf^yonil all clae the soul that loves it much - 

Now heard far offj so far as but to aeem 

Like the faint, exquisite muaic of a dream ; 

All waa too much for him, too full of bliss, 

The heart could nolliing feel, tJiat felt not this ; 

SoflcnM he sunk upon a couch, and gave 

Hifl soul up to sweet thoughts, like wave on wave 

Bucceeding in smooth eea^, when £tf>rms ore Uid | 

He thought of Zelica, his own dear maid, 

And of the time when, full of blissful siglu. 

They sat and lookM into each other's eyea, 

Silent and happy — as if God had giv'n 

taught else wortli looking at on this aide heav^ 



** Oh, my loved mistress, thou, whose epirit stiH 
1^ with me, round me, wander where 1 will — 
It is for thee, for thee alone I seek 
The patlis of g^lory ? to light up thy cheek 
With warm approval — in that gentle look^ 
To read my praise as in an angePs book, 
And tliink all toils rewarded, when from thee 
I gain a smile worth immortality ! 
How shall I bear the tnonient, when restored 
To thut young heart where I alone am Lonl, 
Though of such bliss unworthy, — since the belt 
Alone deserve to be the happiest :^ 
When from those lips, unbreath'd upon for yeara, 
I shall again Itiss oif the soul -felt tears ^ 
\iid find those teajg warm as when they last started 
Those sacred kisses pure as wh-m we parted. 



/ 
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O my own life /—why should a single day, 
A moment keep me from those aims away ? ** 

While thus he thinks, still nearer on the hreesa 
Come those delicious, dream-like harmonies, 
Each note of which but adds new, downy links 
To the soft chain in which his spirit sinks. 
He turns him toward the sound, and far away 
Through a long vista, sparkling with the play 
Of countless lamps, — like the rich track which Day 
Leaves on the watere, when he sinks from us. 
So long the path, its light so tremulous ; — 
He sees a group of female forms advance, 
Some chain'd together in the mazy dance 
By fetters, forged in the green sunny bowVs, 
As they were captives to the King of Flow'rs ; 
jc.nd some disporting round, unlink'd and free, 
Who seem'd to mock their sister's slavery ; 
And round and round them still, in wheeling fli|^t 
Went, like gay moths about a lamp at night ; 
While others waked, as gracefully along 
Their feet kept time, the very soul of song 
From psaltery, pipe, and lu'i^s of heav'nly thrii. 
Or their own youthful voices, heav'nlier stilL 
And now they come, now pass before his eye. 
Forms such as Nature moulds, when she would VM 
With Ff ley's pencil, and give birth to things 
Lovely beyond its fairest picturings; 
Anhile they dance before him, then divide, 
Breaking, like rosy clouds at even-tide 
Around the rich pavilion of the sun, ^- 
Till silently dispersing, one by one, 
Through many a path that from the chamber leadf 
To gardens, terraces, and moonlight meads. 
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Their distant laughter comes upon the wind. 

And but one trembling nymph remains behind — » 

Beck'ning them back in vain, for they are gone. 

And she is left in all that light alone ; 

No veil to curtain o'er her beauteous brow, 

In her young bashfulness more beauteous now ; 

Biit a light golden chain-work round her hal/, 

Such as the maids of Yedz and Shiras wear, 

From which, on either side, gracefully hung 

A golden amulet, in th' Arab tongue. 

Engraven o^er with some immortal line 

From Holy Writ, or bard scarce less divine ; 

While her left hand, as shriiikingly she stood, 

Held a small lute of gold and sandal-wood. 

Which, once or twice, she touch'd with hurried stmiiii 

Then took her trembling fingers off again. 

But when at length a timid glance she stole 

At A2dm, the sweet gravity of soul 

She saw through all his features calm'd her fear 

And, like a half-tamed antelope, more near, 

Though shrinking still she came ; — then sat he'/ down 

Upon a musnud's edge, and, bolder grown. 

In the pathetic mode of Isfahan, 

Touch'd a preluding strain, and thus begaii: — 

There's a bower of roses by Bendemeer's strearn, 
And the nightingale sings round it all the day long ; 

Iq tne time of my childhood 'twas like a sweet drean^ 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird's long. 

That bower and its music I never forget, 
But oft when alone, in the bloom of the year, 

I think — is the nightingale singing tliere yet ? 
Are the roses still bright by the calm Bendemoer' 
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No» the rofl«B soon wither'd that hang o'er the wave. 
But siHoie blossoms were gather'd, while freshly th<B| 
shone, 

And a dew was distill'd from their flowers, that gave 
All the fragrance of summer, when summer was goMt 

T*iu8 memory draws from delight, ere it dies, 
An essence that breathes of it many a year; 

Thus bright to my soul, as 't was then to my eyes. 
Is that bower on the banks of the calm Bendemeer ! 

** Poor maiden ! " thought the youth, ^ if thou wert sent 
With thy sofl lute and beauty's blandishment. 
To wake unholy wishes in this heart, 
Or tempt its troth, tliou little know'st the art 
For though thy lip should sweetly counsel wrong, 
Those vestal eyes would disavow its song. 
But thou hast breathed such purity, thy lay 
Returns so fondly to youth's virtuous day, 
And leads thy soul — if e'er it wauder'd thence — > 
So gently back to its first innocence. 
That I would sooner stop the unchain'd dove. 
When swift returning to its home of love. 
And round its snowy wings new fetters twine. 
Than turn from virtue one pure wish of thine ! " 

Scarce had this feeling pass'd, when, sparkling threcgk 
The gently open'd curtains of light blue 
That veil'd the breezy casement, countless eyes. 
Peeping like stars through the blue ev'ning skies, 
Look'd laughing hi, as if to mock the pair 
That sat so still and melancholy there : — 
And now the curtains fly apart, and in 
From the c(k>1 air, mid show* 's of jessammd 

5* 
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Which those without fling after them in play, 

Two lightsome maidens spring, — ■ lightsome &a tihtjj 

Who live in th' air on odor^, — and around 

The bright saloon, scarce conscioQa of the ^rojiuV 

Chase one another, in a varying dance 

Of mirth and languor, coyness And advanca. 

Too eloquently like love^a warm pursuit; — 

While she, who fung so gently to the lute 

Her dream oi tiome, dteals timidly away, 

Bhrinking as violets do in summer^s ray^ — 

But takes with her from Azim^a heart that sign 

We sometimes give to forma that pass us by 

In the world's crowd, too lovely to remain, 

Creatures of light we never see again ! 



Around the white neeks of the nymphs who dancfi^ 
Hung carcaneta of orient gems, that glanced 
More brilliant than the sea-glass gUtt'ring o*er 
The hi I la of crystal on the Caspian shore ; 
While from their long, dark tresses, in a fall 
Of curia descending, bells as musical 
As those that, on the golden-shafted treea 
Of Eden, shake in tlie eternal breeze, 
Rung round their steps, at ev'ry bound more sweet, 
As 't were th' ecstatic language of their feeL 
At length the chftse was o'er, and they itood wreath'd 
Within each other's arms ; while soft there breatlied 
Through the cool casement, mingled with the sigha 
Of moonlight flow'ra, music that seemM to rise 
From Bome still lake, so liquidly it rose ; 
And, as it swellM again at each faint close, 
The ear could track through all that mB,ze of chordt 
And young, aweet voices, these irnpassifjii'd words: 
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A Spirit there ia, whose fhignuit n\^ 
hi burning now through earth and air ; 

Where cheeks are bltishing, the Spirit is nigl:, 
Where lips are meeting, the Spirit is there . 

His breath is the soul of flow'rs like these, 
And his floating eyes — oh! they resemble 

Blue water-lilies, when the breeze 
Is making the stream around them tremble. 

Hail to thee, hail to thee, kindling pow'r! 

Spirit of Love, Spirit of Bliss ! 
Thy holiest time is the moonlight hoar, 

Aivi there never was moonlight so sweet t 

By the fair and brave 

Who blushing unite, 
like the sun and wave 

When they meet at night ; 

By the tear that shows 
When passion is nigh, 

As the rain-drop flows 
From the heat of the sky ; 

By the first love-beat 
Of the youthful heart, 

By the bliss to meet. 
And the pain to part; 

By all that thou hast 

To mortals given, 
Which — oh, couM it last, 

This eartb were heaven' 



t 
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We call thet hither, entrancing Power <w 

Spirit of Love ! Spirit of Bliss ! 
Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour, 

And there never was moonlight so sweet m thm. 



Impatient of a scene, whose luxuries stole, 
Spite of himself, too deep into his soul, 
And where, midst all that the young heart loves mott 
Flow'rs, music, smiles, to yield was to be lost, 
The youth had started up, and tum'd away 
From the light nymphs, and their luxurious lay, 
To muse upon the pictures that hung round,— 
Bright images, that spoke without a sound, 
And views, like vistas into fairy ground. 
But here again new spells came o'er his sense ; - • 
All that the pencil's mute omnipotence 
Could call'up into life, of soft and fair, 
Of fond and passionate, was glowing there ; 
Nor yet too warm, but U>uch'd with that fine art 
Which paints of pleasure but the purer part ; 
Which knows ev'n Beauty when half-veil'd is best, — 
Like her own radiant planet of the west, 
Whose orb when half retired looks loveliest 
There hung the history of the Genii-King, 
Traced through each gay, voluptuous wandering 
With her from Saba's bowers, in whose bright eyoi 
He read that to be blest is to be wise : -— 
Here fond Zuleika woos with open arms 
The Hebrew boy, who flies from fter young charms, 
Yet, flying, turns to gaze, and, half undone, 
Wishes tliat Ueav'n and she could both be won ; 
And here Mohammed, bom for love and guile. 
Forgets the Koran in his Mary's smile ; — - 
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Then beck-'»ii8 some kind angel ftom above 
With a new text to consecrate their love. 



With rapid step, yet pleased and ling^ng ef% 
Did the youth pass these pictured stories by, 
And hasten'd to a casement, where the light 
Of the calm moon came in, and freshly bright 
The fields without were seen, sleeping as still 
As if no life remain'd in breeze or rilL 
Here paused he, while the music, now less near 
Breathed with a holier language on his ear, 
As though the distance, and that heav'nly ray 
Through which the sounds came floating, took awof 
All that had been too earthly in the lay. 

Oh ! could he listen to such sounds unmoved, 
And by that light — nor dream of her he loved ? 
Dream on, unconscious boy ! while yet thou may*st 
T is the last bliss thy soul shall ever taste. 
Clasp yet awnue her image to thy heart, 
Ere all the light, that made it dear, depart 
Tiiink of her smiles as when thou saw'st them last 
Clear, beautiful, by naught of earth o'ercast; 
Recall her tears, to thee at parting giv'n. 
Pure as they weep, if angels weep, in HeaVn. 
Think, in her own still bower she waits thee now, 
With the same glow of heart and bloom of brow 
Yet shrined in solitude — thine all, thine only, 

Il^ike the one star above thee, bright and ione'y* 
Oh ! that a dream so sweet, so long enjoyed, 
Should be so sadly, cruelly destroyed ! 

The song is hush'd, the laughing nymphs are flown, 
And he is left, musing of bliss, alone ;— 
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Alone ? — no, not alone — that heavy sign, 
That sob of grief, which broke from some one nigh- 
Whose could it be ? — alas ! is misery found 
Here, even here, on this enchanted ground ? 
He turns, and sees a female form, close veil'd, 
Leaning, as if both heart and strength had fail'd, 
Against a pillar nea^ ; — not glitt'ring o'er 
With gems and wreaths, such as the othsrs were 
But in that deep-blue, melancholy dress, 
Bokhara's maidens wear in mindfulness 
Of friends or kindred, dead or far away ; — 
And such as Zeiica had on that day 
He left her — when, with heart too full to speak, 
He took away her last warm tears upon his cheek. 



A stEange emotion stirs within him, — morie 
Than mere compassion ever waked before ; 
Unconsciously he opes his arms, while she 
Springs forward, as with life's last energy. 
But, swooning in that one convulsive bound, 
Binks. ere she reach his arms, upon the ground ,— 
Her veil falls off — her faint hands clasp his kD««i 
T is she herself! — 'tis Zeiica he sees! 
But ah, so pale, so changed — none but a lover 
Could in that wreck of beaut3^'8 shrine discover 
The once-adored divinity — ev'n he 
Stood for some momenta mvt&, and doubtingly 
Put back the nnj^lets fro-u her brow, and gazed 
Upon those lids, where once such lustre blazed, 
Ere he could think she was indeed his own. 
Own darling maid, whom hs so long had known 
In joy and sorrow, beautiful in both ; 
Who, ev'n when grief was lieaviest — when btk 
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He left her for the wars — in that wont hoar 
Sat in her sorrow like the sweet night-flowV, 
When darkness brings its weeping glories out 
And spreads its sighs like frankincense about 

•* Look up, my Zelica — one moment show 
Those gentle eyes to me, that I may know 
Thy life, thy loveliness is not all gone, 
But there, at least, shines as it ever shone. 
Come, look upon thy Azini — one dear glance. 
Like those of old, were heav'n ! whatever chance 
Hath brought thee here, oh, 't was a blessed one ! 
There — ^my loved lips — ^they move — ^that kiss hath ma 
Like the first shoot of life through every vein, 
And now I clasp her, mine, all mine again. 
Oh the delight — now, in this very hour. 
When had the whole rich world Ji>een in my pcw% 
I should have singled out thee, only thee. 
Prom the whole world's collected treasury — 
To have thee here — to hang thus fondly o'er 
My own, best, purest Zelica once more ! " 



It was indeed the touch of those fond lips 
kjpon her eyes that chased their short eclipse, 
j\nd, gradual as the snow, at Heaven's breath, 
iMelts off and shows the azure flow'rs beneath, 
'Her lids unclosed, and the bright eyes were 
Gazing on his — not, as they late had been. 
Quick, restless, wild, but mournfully serene ; 
As if to lie, ev'n for that tranced minute, 
80 near his heart, had consolation in it ; 
And thus to wake in his beloved caresa 
Took from her soul on« half its wretchedn ym 
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But, when eLe heard him call her good and pureb 
Oh, 't was too much — too dreadful to endure ! 
Shudd'ring she broke away from his embrace, 
And, hiding with both hands her guilty face, 
Said, in a tone whose anguish would have riv^ 
A heart of very marble, ** Pure ! — oh Heav'n ! «— > 



mat 






That tone — those looks so changed — the withering 
blight, 
it sin and sorrow leave where'er they light ; 
The dead despondency of those sunk eyes. 
Where onc6, had he thus met her by surprise, 
He would have seen himself, too happy boy, 
Reflected in a thousand lights of joy ; 
And then the place, — that bright, unholy place, 
|Where vice lay hid beneath each winning grace 
And charm of lux'r](, as the viper weaves 
i Its wily cov'ring of sweet balsam leaves, — 
I All struck upon his heart, sudden and cold 
As deai.1 itself; — it needs not to be told — 
No, no — he sees it all, plain as the brand 
Of burning shame can mark — whatever the hand 
That could from Heav'n and him such brightness sever 
T is done — to Heav'n and him she 's lost for ever ! 
It was a dreadful moment ; not the tears, 
Tlie ling'ring lasting misery of years 
Could match that minute's angmsh —- all the wont 
Of sorrow's elements in that dark burst 
Broke o'er his soul, and, with one crash of fate, 
Laid the whole hopes of his life desolate. 

^ Oh ! curse me not,'' she cried, as wild ne tosiB'd 
Bis desp'rate hand tow'rds Heav'n — ^though I an 
kst, 
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Think not Chat gfuilt, that falsehood made me (Ul, 

No, no — 't was grief, 't was madness did it all ! 

Nay, doubt me not — though all thy love hath c cMWo A 

I kno^ it hatB -^ yet, yet believe, at least, | 

That every spark of reason^s light must be » 

duench'd in this brain, ere I could stray from tfao0» 

They told me thou wert dead — why, Aum, why 

Did we not both of us that instant die 

When we were parted ? oh ! couldst thou but know 

With what a deep devotedness of woe 

I wept thy absence — o'er and o'er again 

Thinking of thee, still thee, till thought grev prai 

And mem'ry, like a drop, that night and day, 

Falls cold and ceaseless, wore my heart away. 

Didst thou but know how pale I sat at home. 

My eyes still turn'd the way thou wert to come. 

And, all tlie long, long night of hope and fear, 

Thy voice and step still sounding in my ear — 

Oh God ! thou wouldst not wonder that, at last, 

When every hope was all at once o'ercast, 

When I heard frightful voices round me say 

Jhim is dead! — this wretched brain gave way, 

And I became a wreck, at random driven, 

Without, one glimpse of reason or of Heav'n — 

All wild — and even this quenchless love within 

Tum'd to foul fires to light me into sin ! — 

Thoti pitiest me — I knew thou wouldst— that tjcy 

Hath naught beneath it half so lorn as L 

The fiend, who lured me hither — hist! come 

Or thou too, Hwu art lost, if he should hear — 

Told me sucli things — oh! with such de^-'lish ait, 

As would have ruin'd ev'n a holier heart -^ 

Of thee and of that ever-radiant sphere. 

Where blessM at length, if I but served hSm here. 
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I Bhoa.d for ever live in thy dear Bight, 
And drink from those pure eyes eternal light 
Think, think how lost, how uiaddenM I^must be, 
To hope that guilt could lead to God or thee ! 
Thou weep'st for me — do weep — oh, tnat I dunt 
Kiss off that tear ! but, no — these lips are cursed. 
They must not touch thee ; — one divine caress, 
One blessed moment of forgetfulness 
I Ve had within those arms, and thai shall lie, 
Shrined in my soul's deep mem'ry till I die ; 
The last of joy's last relics here below, 
The one sweet drop, in all this waste of woe. 
My heart has treasured from affection's spring, 
To soothe and cool its deadly withering ! 
But thou — yes, thou must go — for ever go ; 
This place is not for thee — for thee ! oh no : 
Did I but tell thee half, thy tortured brain 
Would bum like mine, and mine go wild again ! 
Enough, that Guilt reigns here, that hearts, once goo^ 
Now tainted, chilPd, and broken, are his food. — 
Enough, that we are parted — that there rolls 
A flood of headlong fate between our souls, 
Whose darkness severs me as wide from thee 
As. hell from heav'n, to all eternity ! " 



" Zelica, Zelica ! " the youth exclaun'd, 
In all the tortures of a mind inflamed 
Almost to madness — " by that sacred Heav'n, 
Where yet, if pray'rs can move, thou It be forgiv^i^ 
I As thou art heie — here, in this writhing heart, 
; All sinful, wild, and ruin'd as thou an : 
By the remembrance of our once pure love. 
Which, like a churchyard light, still bums above 



The grave of our lost souk — which guJt in thm 
Cannot extinguish, nor despair in me ! 
1 do conjure, implore thee to fly hence -— 
If thou hast yet one spark of innocence. 
Fly with me from this pUce" — 

<<Withthoe. ohbli«t 
T is worth whi>le years ot tonuent to hear this. 
What ! take the lost one with thee ? — let her rave 
By thy dear side, as in those days of lovei 
When we were both so happy, both so pure — 
Too heav'nly dream ! if there's on earth a cure 
For the sunk heart, 'tis this — day after day 
To be the bless'd companion of thy way ; 
To hear thy angel eloquence — to see 
Those virtuous eyes for ever tumM on me; 
And, in their light rechastenM silently, 
Like the stain'd web that whitens in the sun, 
Grow pure by being purely shone upon ! 
And thou wilt pray for me — I know thou wHt — 
At the dim vesper hour, when thoughts of guilt 
Come heaviest o'er the heart, thou 'It lift thine eyesi 
Full of sweet tears, unto the dark'ning skies, 
And plead for me with Heav'n, till I can dare 
To fix my own weak, sinful glances there ; 
Till the good angels, when they see me cling 
For ever near thee, pole and sorrowing, 
Shall, for thy sake, pronounce my soul forgiven. 
And bid thee take thy weeping slave to Heav'n ! 
Oh yes, 111 fly with thee " 

Scarce had she said 
These breathless words, when a voice deep and Anmt 
An that of Monker, waking up the dead 
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From *Jieir first sleep — so startling *t ^as to both — 

Rung through the casement near, " Thy oath ! thy oath ! • 

Oh Heav'n, the ghastliness of that Maid's look ! — 

" T is he," faintly she cried, while terror shook 

Her inmost core, nor durst she lift her eyes, 

Though through the casement, now, naught but the skkm 

And moonlight fields were seen, calm as before — > 

<* T is he, and I am his — all, all is o'er — 

Go •=- fly this instant, or thou 'rt ruin'd too— 

My oath, my oath, oh God ! 't is all too true, 

True as the worm in this cold heart it is — 

1 am Mokanna's bride — his, Azim, his — 

The Dead stood round us, while I spoke that vow, 

Their blue lips echo'd it — I hear them now ! • 

Their eyes glared on me, while I pledged that bowl, 

"T was burning blood -^ I feel it in my soul ! 

And the VeilM Bridegroom — hist! I Ve seen to-nig^ 

What angels know not of — so foul a sight. 

So horrible — oh ! never may'st thou see 

What there lies hid from all but hell and me ! 

But I must hence — off, off — I am not thine. 

Nor HeavVs, nor Love's, nor aught that is divine— * 

Hold me not — ha ! think'st thou the fiends that sever 

Hearts, cannot sunder hands? — thus then^ for ever!" 

With all that strength, which madness lends the weak 
She flung away his arm ; and, with a shriek, 
Whose sound, though he should linger out more yean 
Than wretch e'er told, can never leave his ears — 
Flew up through that long avenue of light. 
Fleetly as some dark, ominous bird of night, 
Across the sun, and soon was out of sight! 
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Lalla Rookh could think of nothing all day but 
tlie misery of these two young lovers. Her gayety 
was gone, and she looked pensively even upon Fad- 
ladeen. She felt, too, without knowing why, a sort of 
uneasy pleasure in imagining that Azim must have* been 
just such a youth as Feramorz ; just as wortliy to enjoy 
all the blessings, without any of the pangs, of that 
illusive passion, which too often, like the sunny applei 
of Istkahar, is all sweetness on one side, and all bitter- 
ness on the other. 

As they passed along a sequestered river after sun- 
set, tliey saw a young Hindoo girl upon the bank, whose 
employment seemed to them so strange, that they 
stopped their palankeens to observe her. She had 
lighted a small lamp, filled with oil of cocoa, and placing 
it in an earthen dish, adorned with a wreath of flowers, 
had committed it with a trembling hand to the stream ; 
and was now anxiously watching its progress down the 
current, heedless of the gay cavalcade which had drawn 
up beside her. Lalla Rookh was all curiosity ; — when 
oae of her attendants, who had lived upon tlie banks 
of tlie Ganges, (where this ceremony is so frequent, 
that often, in the dusk of the evening, the river is seen 
glittering all over with lights, like the Oton-Tala, or 
Sea of Stars,) informed the Princess that it was the 
usual way in which the friends of those who had gone 
on dangerous voyages offered up vows for their safe 
return. If the lamp sunk immediately, the omen was 
disastrous ; but if it went shinin * down the stream, and 
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continued to bum till entirely out of sight, the retm 
of the beloved object was considered as certain. 

Lalla Hookh, as they moved on^ more than once 
looked back, to observe how the young Hindoo's lamp 
proceeded; and while she saw with pleasure that it 
was still unextinguished, she could not help fearing 
that all the hopes of this life were no better than that 
feeble light upon the river. The remainder of the 
journey was passed in silence. She now, for the first 
time, felt that shade of melancholy which comes over 
the youthful maiden's heart, as sweet and transient as 
her own breath upon a mirror ; nor wajEi it till she heard 
the lute of Feramorz, touched lightly at the door of her 
pavilion, that she waked from the revery in which she 
had been wandering. Instantiy her eyes were lighted 
up with pleasure ; and, after a few unheard remarks 
from Fadladeen upon the indecorum of a poet seating 
himself in presence of a Princess, eveiy thing was 
arranged as on the preceding evening, and all listened 
wiUieagemess, while the 8ti»y was thus contmiied* - 
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Whose are the gilded tents that crowd tlie ir»f| 
Wliere all was waste and silent yesterday ? 
This city of War which, in a few short hoars, 
Hath sprung up here, as if the magic powen 
Of Him who, in the twinkling of a star, 
Built the high pillar'd halls of Chilminar, 
Had conjured up, far as the eye can see, 
This world of tents, and domes, ana sun-bright 
Princely pavilions, screen'd by many a fold 
Of crimson cloth, and topped with balis ot goia:-^ 
Steeds, with their housings of rich silver spun, 
Their chains and poitrels glitt'ring in the sun; 
And camels, tufted o'er with Yemen's Shells, 
Shaking in every breeze their light-toned bells ! 



But yester-eve, so motionless aioond, 
So mute was this wide plain, that not a sound 
But the far torrent, or the locust bird 
Hunting among the thickets, could be heard ; — * 
Yet hark! what discords now, of ev^ kind. 
Shouts, laughs, and screams are revelling in the win! 
The neigh of cavalry ; — the tinkling throngs 
Of laden camels and their drivers' songs ; — 
Ringing of arms, and flapping in the breeze 
Of streamers from ten thousand canopies ; -*• 
War-music, bursting out from time to time. 
With gong and tymbalon's tremendous chime ; -^^ 
Or, in the pause, when harsher sounds are mute^ 
The mellow breathings of bocdb bora or flut«^ 
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That far of!, broken by the eagle note 
Of th' Abyssinian trumpet, swell and float 

Who leads this mighty army ? - ask ye " who ? ' 
And mark ye not those banners of dark hue, 
The Night and Shadow, over yonder tent? — 
It is the Caliph's glorious armament. 
Roused in his Palace by the dread alarms, 
That hourly came, of the false Prophet's arms, 
And of his host of infidels, who hurl'd 
Defiance fierce at Islam and the world, — 
Though worn with Grecian warfare, and behind 
The veils of his bright Palace calm reclined, 
Yet brook'd he not such blasphemy should stain. 
Thus unrevenged, the evening of his rcigH ; 
But, having sworn upon the Holy Grave 
To conquer or to perish, once moregave 
His shadowy banners proudly to the breeze^ 
And with an army, nursed in victories, 
Here stands to crush the rebels that o'errun 
His blest and beauteous Province of the Sun. 

Ne'er did the march of Mahadi display 
Such pomp before ; — nor ev'n when on his way 
To Mecca's Temple, when both land and sea 
Were spoil'd to feed tlie Pilgrim's luxury 5 
When round him, mid the burning sands, he saw 
Fruits of the North in icy fVeshness thaw. 
And cool'd his thirsty lip, beneath tne glow 
Of Mecca's sun, with urns of Persian snow s— 
Nor e'er did armament more grand than that 
Pour trom the kingdoms of the Caliphat 
First, in the van, the People of the Eock, 
On their light mountain steeds, of royal stock* 
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Then, chieftaiiu of Damucus, pioad to loe 
The flashing of their swords' rich marquetry ; •« 
Men, from Jie regions near the Volga's mouth, 
MixM with the rude, black archers of the SoaUi 
And Indian lancers, in white turban'd ranks, 
From the far Sinde, or Attock'f sacred banks, 
With dusky legions from the Land of Myrrh, 
And many a mace-arm'd Moor and Mid-sea 

Nor less in number, though more new and rode 
In warfare's school, was the vast multitude 
That, fired by zeal, or by oppression wrong'd. 
Round the white standard of th' imposter throogM. 
Beside his thousands of Believers -* blind, 
Burning and headlong as the Samiel wind -^ 
Many who felt, and more who feared to feel 
The bloody Islamite's converting steel, 
Flock'd to his banner ; — Chiefs of th' Uzbek nee, 
Waving their heron crest with martial grace; 
Turkomans, countless as their flocks, led forth ' 
Frotn th' aromatic pastures of the North; 
Wild warriors of the turquoise hills, — and tfaoie 
Who dwell beyond the. everlasting snows 
Of Hindoo Kosh, in stormy freedom bred, • 
Their fort the rock, their camp the torrent^s bed. 
But none, of all who ownM the Ctterisi command, 
Rush'd to that battle-%eld with bolder hand, 
Or sterner hate, than Iran's outlaw'd men. 
Her Worshippers of Fire — all panting then 
For vengeance on th' accursed Saracen ; 
Vengeance at last for their dear country sponi'd. 
Her throne usurp'd, and her bright shrines o'eitum*4 
From Yezd's eternal Mansion of the Fire, 
Where aged saints in dreams of Heav'n expirti 
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From Badko, and those fountains of blue flame 
That burn into the Caspian, fierce they came, 
Careless for what or whom the blow was sped, 
So vengeance triumph'd, and their tyrants bled. 

Such was the wild and miscellaneous host, 
Tliat high in air their motley banners tossM 
Around the Prophet-Chief — all eyes still bent 
Upon that glittering Veil, where'er it went, 
That beacon through the battle's stormy flood. 
That rainbow of the field, whose showers were bluod 

Twice hath the sun upon their conflict set, 
And risen again, and found them grappling yet ; 
While streams of carnage in his noontide blaze, 
Smoke up to Heav'n — hot as that crimson haze. 
By which the prostrate Caravan is awed. 
In tlie red Desert, when the wind's abroad. 
" On, Swords of God ! " the panting Caliph calls, — 
** Thrones for the living — Heav'n for him who falls !"— 
" On, brave avengers, on," Mokanna cries, 
" And Eblis blast the recreant slave that flies ! " 
Now comes the brunt, the crisis of the day — 
They cJash — they strive — the Caliph's troops give way 
Mokani\a's self plucks the black Banner down. 
And now the Orient World's Imperial crown 
Is just within his grasp — when, hark, that shout ! 
Some hand hath check'd the flying Hfoslem's rout; 
And now they turn, they rally — at their head 
A warrior (like those angel youths who led. 
In glorious panoply of Heav'n's own mail. 
The Champions of the Faith through Bedei^s veJc,) 
Bold as if gifl;ed with ten thousand lives, 
Turns on the fierce pursuer's blades, and drives 
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At once the multitudinous torrent back-— 
While hope and courage kindle in his track ; 
And, at each step, his bloody falchion makes 
Terrible vistas through which vict'ry breaks ! 
'In vain Mokanna, midst the general flight, 
I Stands, like the red moon, on some stormy nighty 
I Among the fugitive clouds that, hurrying by, 
f Leave only her unshaken in the sky — 
In vain he yells his desperate curses out, 
Deals death promiscuously to all about, 
To foes that charge and coward friends that fly, 
And seems of all the Great Arch-enemy, 
The panic spreads — "A miracle ! ** throughout 
The Moslem ranks, ** a miracle ! " they shout. 
All gazmg on that youth, whose coming seema 
A light, a glory, suth as breaks in dreams ; 
And ev'ry sword, true as o'er billows dim 
The needle tracks the load-star, following him ! 

Right tow'rds Mokanna now he cleaves his path| 
Imj^atient cleaves, as though the bolt of wrath 
He bears from Heav'n withheld its awful burst 
From weaker heads, and souls but half way cursed, 
To break 6'er Him, the mightiest and the worst I 
But vain his speed — though, in that, liour of bloodl^ 
Had all God's seraphs round Mokanna stood. 
With swords of fire, ready like fate to fall, 
M >kanna's soul would have defied them all ; 
Yet now, the rush of fugitives, too strong 
For human force, hurries ev'n fdm along ; 
In vain he struggles 'mid the wedged arr.y 
Of flaying thousands — he is borne away; 
And the sole joy his baffled spirit knows, 
In this forced flight, is — murdering as he gow ! 
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As a grim tiger, whom the torrent^s might 
Surprises in some parch'd ravine at night, 
Tmns, ev'n in drowning, on the wretched flocks, 
Swept with him in that snow-flood from the rockfy 
And, to the last, devouring on his way. 
Bloodies the stream he hath no power to stay. 

• Alia ilia Alia ! " — the glad shout renew — 
•Alia Akbar!** — the Caliph's in Merou. 
Hang out your gilded tapestry in the streets, 
And light your shrines and chaunt your ziraleets. 
The Swords of God have triumph'd — on his throne 
Your Caliph sits, and the veil'd Chief hath flown. 
Who does not envy that young warrior now. 
To whom the Lord of Islam bends his brow, 
In all the graceful gratitude of power, 
For his Uux)ne's safety in that perilous hour? 
Who doth not wonder, when, amidst th' acclaim 
Of thousands, heralding to heaven his name — 
TMid all those holier harmonies of fame, 
Which sound along the path of virtuous souls, 
Like music round a planet as it rolls, — 
He turns away — coldly, as if some gloom 
Hung o'er his heart no triumphs can illume ; — 
Some sightless grief, upon whose blasted gaze 
Though glory's light may play, in vain it plays. 
Yes, wretched Azim ! thine is such a grief, 
Beyond aU hope, all terror, all relief; 
A dark, cold calm, which nothing now can break, 
Or warm or brighten, — like that Syrian Lake, 
Upon whose surface mom and summer shed 
Their smiles in vam, for all beneath is dead I — 
Hearts there have been, o'er which this weight of woe 
Came by long use of sufT'ring, tame andislow ; 
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Bat tnine, lost youth ! was sudden — over thee 
It broke at once, when all seem'd ecstocy ; 
When Hope look'd up, and saw the gloomy Past 
Melt into splendor, and Bliss dawn at last — 
T was then, ev'n then, o'er joys so freshly blown. 
This mortal blight of misery came down ; 
Ev'n then, the full, warm gushings of thy heart 
Were check'd — like fount-drops, frozen as they staitr^ 
And there, like them, cold, sunless relics hang, 
Each iix'd and ciiill'd into a lasting pang. 

One sole desire, one passion now remains 
To keep life's fever still within his veins, 
Vengeance! — dire vengeance on the wretch who 

cast 
O'er him and all he loved that ruinous blast 
For this,* when rumors reached him in his flight 
Far, far away, after that fatal night, — 
Rumors of armies, thronging to th' attack 
Of the Veil'd Chief, — for this he wing'd him back, 
Fleet as the vulture speeds to flags nnfurl'd, 
I And, when all hope seem'd desp'rate, wildly hurlM 
Himself into the scale, and saved a world. 
For this he still lives on, careless of all 
The wreaths that Glory on his path lets fall; 
For this alone exists — Ime lightning-fire, 
To speed one bolt of vengeance, and cxpiie ! 

But safe as yet that Spirit of Evil lives ; 
With a small band of desp'rate fugitives, 
The last sole stubborn fragment, left unriv^ 
Of the proud host that late stood fronting Heav'n, 
He gain'd Merou — breathed a short curse of blood * 
O'er his lost throne — then pass'd the Jihon'w flood, , 
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And gath'ring all, whose madness of belief 
Still saw a Saviour in their down-fall'n Chief, 
Raised the white banner within Neksheb's gates, 
And there, untuned, th' approaching conq'ror waits. 
Of all his Ilaram, all that busy hive 
With music and with sweets sparkling alive, 
He took but one, the partner of his flight. 
One — not for love — not for her beauty's light — 
No, Zehca stood withering 'inidst the gay, 
Wan as the blossom that fell yesterday 
From th* Alma tree and dies, while overhead 
Po-day's young flow'r is springing in its stead. 
|)h, not for love — the deepest Damn'd must be 
PouchM with Heaven's glory, ere such fiends as he 
ban feel one glimpse of Love's divinity, 
lut no, she is his victim ; — there lie all 
fer charms for him — charms that can never pall, 

I long as hell within his heart can stir, 
3r one faint trace of Heaven is left in her. 
To work an angel's ruin, — to behold 
As white a page as Virtue e'er unroll'd 
Blacken, beneath his touch, into a scroll 
Of damning sins, seal'd with a burning soul — > 
This is his triumph ; this the joy accursed. 
That ranks him among demons all but first: 
This gives the victim, that before him lies 
Blighted and lost, a glory in his eyes, 
A light like that with which hell-fire illumes 
The ghastly, writhing wretch whom it consumes ! 

But other tasks now wait him — tasks that need 
All the deep daringness of thought and deed 
With which the Dives have gifted him — for mark. 
Over yon plains, which night had else made dark, 
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Those lanterns, countless as the winged lights 

That 81 Mingle India's fields on show'ry nights. — 

Far as their formidable gleams they shed, 

The mighty tents of the beleauguefer spread, 

Glimm'ring along th' horizon's dnsky line. 

And thence in nearer circles, till they shine 

Among the founts and groves, o'er which the tonn 

In all its arm'd magnificence looks down* 

Yet, fearless, from his lolly battlements 

Mokanna views that multitude of tents : 

Nay, smiles to think that, though entoiled, beset. 

Not less than myriads dare to front him yet ; — 

That friendless, throneless, he thus stands at bay, 

Ev'n thus a match for myriads such as they. 

*• Oh, for a sweep of that dark Angel's wing, 

Who brush'd the thousands of th' Assyrian King 

To darkness in a moment, that I might 

People Hell's chambers with yon host to-night ! 

But, come what may, let who will grasp the throne, 

Caliph or Prophet, Man alike shall groan ; 

Let who will torture fcm. Priest — Caliph — King— 

Alike this loathsome world of his shall ring 

With victims' shrieks and bowlings of the slave, — 

Sounds, that shall glad me ev'n within my grave ! * 

Thus, to himself — but to the scanty train 

Still left around him, a fax different strain : — 

"Glorious Defenders of the sacred Crown 

I bear from Heav'n, whose light nor blood shall drowi 

Nor shadow of earth eclipse ; — before whose gema 

The paly pomp of this world's diadems, 

The crown of Gerashid, the pillar'd throne 

Of Parviz, and the heron crest that shone. 

Magnificent, o'er Ali's beauteous eyes. 

Fide like the stars when mom is in the skies z 
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Wairiorv^ rejoice — the port to which ^e Ve poo^d 
O'er Destiny's dark wave, beams out at last ! 
Vict'T 's our own — 't is written in that Book 
Uixin whose leaves none but the angels look, 
TliM IsJam's sceptre shall beneath the power 
Of her great foe fall broken in that hour, 
VVlien the moon's mighty orb, before all eyes. 
From Neksheb's Holy Well portentously shall rise! 
Now turn and see ! " — w 

They tum'd, and, as he spoke^ 
A sudden splendor all around them broke. 
And they beheld an orb, ample and bright, 
Rise from the Holy Well, and cast its light 
Round the rich city and the plain for miles, — 
Flinging such radiance o'er the gilded tiles 
Of many a dome and fair-roof 'd imarct, 
As autumn suns shed round them when they 8et» 
Instant from all who saw th' illusive sign 
A murmur broke — " Miraculous ! divine ! " 
The Gheber bow'd, think ii^ his idol star 
Had waked, and burst impatient through the bar 
Of midnight, to inflame him to the war ; 
While he of Moussa's creed saw, in that ray, 
The glorious Light which, in his freedom's day 
Had rested on the Ark, and now again 
Shone out to bless the breaking of his chain. 

" To victory ! " is at once the cry of all — • 

Nor stands Mokanna loit'ring at that call ; 
But instant the huge gates are flung aside, 
And forth, like a diminutive mountain-tide 
Into the boundless sea, they speed their coune 
Right on into the Moslem's mighty f 3rce. 
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The watchmen of the camp, — who, in their romid^ 
Had paused, and ev'n forgot the punctual sounds 
Of tl^ie small drum with which they count the nighti 
To gaze upon that supernatural light, — 
Now sink beneath an unexpected arm, 
And in a death-groan give their last alarm. 
** On for the lamps that light yon lofty screen. 
Nor blunt your blades with massacre so mean ; 
There rests the Caliph — speed — one lucky lance 
May now achieve mankind's deliverance." 
Desp'rate the die — such as they only cast. 
Who venture for a world, and stake their last 
But Fate 's no longer with him — blade for blade 
Springs up to meeet them thro* the glimm'ring shadt^ 
And, as the cla^h is heard, new legions soon 
Pour to the spot like bees of Kauzeroon 
To the shrill timbrePs summons, — till, at length. 
The mighty camp swanns out in all its strength. 
And back to Neksheb's gates, covering the plain 
With random slaughter, drives the adventurous tnda 
Among the last of whom the Silver Veil 
Is seen glitt'ring at times, like the white sail 
Of some toss'd vessel, on a stormy night. 
Catching the tempest's momentary light ! 

And hath not this brought the proud spirit low ? 
Nor dash'd his brow, nor check'd his daring ? No 
Though half the wretches, whom at night he ^ed 
To thrones and vict'ry, lie disgraced and dead. 
Yet morning hears him with unshrinking crest. 
Still vaunt of thrones, and vict'ry to the rest ; — 
And Ihey believe him ! — oh, the lover may 
Distrust that look which steals his soul away ; — 
The babe may cease to think that it can play 

7* 



With Heyven*i4 rainbow j — ^tikbymists may doubt 
The shining gold tJieir cnicihle gives out; 
But Paitli, fanatic Faith, once wedded fast 
To soine dear fdseLood, hugs it to the last. 

And well th' Tmpoator knew all lures and arts, 
That Lucifer e^er taught to tau|j^le hearts ; 
Nor, 'mid tliese last bold workings of his plot 
AgJiinet men*s 8ouls, Is Zelica forgot. 
Ill-fated Zelica ! had reason l»en 
Awake, tiirough half the horrors thou hast seen, 
Thou never couldst liave borne it — Death had cooM 
At once J and token t}ij wrung spirit home. 
But 't was not so — a torpor, a suspense 
Of tljoughtr almost of life, came o'er the intense 
And paaaionaie struggles of tliat fearful night, 
When her last hope of peace and heav'n took flight 
And though J at times j a gleam of frenzy broke, ^ 
Afl throuf^Ji some dull volcano's veil of smoke 
Omiuous fljiahings now and then will start, 
Which show Uie fire 's still busy at its heart, 
Yei was she mostly wrapped in solemn gloom, — 
Not suj"Ji as Aziin's, brooding o'er its doom, 
And cajm without, as is the brow of death, 
While busy wonna ^re gnawing underneath — 
But in a blank and pulseless tor]>or, free 
From thought or pain, a seal'd-up apathy, 
iV hie h left her oft, with scarce one livmg thrill, 
I he cold, pale victim of her torturer's will 

Again, as in Merou, he had her deckM 
tjot^eonsly oMt, the Priestess of the nect ; 
And Jed her gUttVing forth before the eye* 
Oi ill 3 rude train, m to a sacrifice, — 
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Pallid as she, the young devoted Bride 

Of tiie fierce Nile, when, deck'd in aU the pride 

Of nuptial pomp, she sinks into his tide. 

And while the wretched maid hung down her headi 

And stood, as one just risen from the dead, 

Amid that gazmg crowd, the fiend would tell 

His credulous slaves it was some charm or spell 

Posfi^sM her now — and from that darkenM trance 

Should dawn ere long their Faith's deliverance. 

Or if, at times, goaded by guilty shame, 

Her soul was roused, and words of wildness came^ 

Instant the bold blasphemer would translate 

Her ravings into oracles of fate, 

Would hail Heav'n's signals in her flashing eyee, 

And call her shrieks the language of the skies ! 

But vain at length his arts — despair is seen 
Gathering around ; and famine comes to glean 
All that the sword hath left unreapM : — in vain 
At mom and eve across the northern plain 
He looks impatient for the promised spears 
Of the wild Hordes and Tartar mountahieers ; 
They come not— while his fierce beleaguerers pciu 
Engines of havoc in, unknown before. 
And horrible as new ; — javelins, that fly 
Enwreath'd with smoky flames through the dark skf 
And red-hot globes, that, opening as they mount, 
Discharge, as from a kindled Naptha fount, 
Show'rs of consuming fire o'er all below ; 
Looking, as tJirough th' illumined night they go, 
Like tliose wild birds that by the Magians oft, 
At festivals of fire, were sent aloft 
(nto the air, with blazin^r fagots tied 
To their huge wings, scatt'ring combustion wide. 
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All night the groans of wretches iiho expire, 
In agony, beneath those darts of fire, 
Ring through the city — while, descending o'er 
Its shrines and domes and streets of sycamore, — 
Its lone bazaars, with their bright cloths of gold, 
Sinc^ tlie last peaceful pageant left unrollM, ^ 
Its beauteous marble baths, whose idle jets 
Now gush with blood, — and its tall minarets, 
That late have stood up in the evening glare 
Of the red sun, unhallow'd by a prayer ; — 
0*er each, in turn, the dreadful flame-bolts fall, 
And death and conflagration throughout all 
The desolate city hold high festival ! 

Mokanna sees the world is his no more ; ^ 
One sting at parting, and his grasp is o'er. 
*What! drooping now?" — thus, with unblushiD|| 

cheek. 
He hails the few, who yet can hear him speak. 
Of all those famish'd slaves around him lying, 
And by the light of blazing temples dying ; — 
•* What I — drooping now ? — now, when at length w% 

press 
Home o'er the very threshold of success ; 
When Alia from our ranks hath thinn'd away 
Those grosser branches, that kept out his ray 
Of favor from us, and we stand at length 
Heirs of his light and children of his strength. 
The chosen few, who shall survive the fall 
Of Kings and Thrones, triumphant over all ! 
Have you then lost, weak murm'rers as you are, 
AIL faith in him who was your Light, your Stour? 
Have you forgot the eye of ^lory, hid 
Beneath this Veil, the flashing of whoeje lid 
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Coald, like a sun-stroke of the desert, wither 

Blillions of such as yonder Chief brings hither ? 

Long have its lightnings slept — too long ^- but now 

All earth shall feel th' unveiling of this brow ! 

To-night — yes, sainted men ! this very night, 

I bid you all to a fair festal rite. 

Where — having deep refreshed each weary limb 

With viands, such as feast HeavVs cherubim, 

And kindled up your souls, now sunk and dim. 

With that pure wine the Dark-eyed Maids above 

Keep, seal'd with precious musk, for those they lov6^ --« 

I will myself uncurtain in your sight 

The wonders of this brow's ineifable light ; 

Then lead you forth, and with a wink disperse 

Yon myriads, howling through the universe ! " 



Eager they listen — while each accent darts 
New life into their chillM and hope-sick hearts ; 
Such treacherous life as the cool draught supplies 
To him upon the stake, who drinks and dies ! 
Wildly they point their lances to the light 
Of the fast-sinking sun, and shout " To-night ! " — 
" To-night," their Chief re-echoes in a voice 
Of fiend-like mock'ry that bids hell rejoice. 
Deluded victims ! — never hath this earth 
Seen mourning half so mournful as their mirth. 
Here, to the few, whose iron frames had stood 
This racking waste of famine and of blood. 
Faint, dying wretches clung, from whom the shout 
Of triumph like a maniac's laugh broke out : ^ 
Therey others, lighted by the smould'ring fire, 
Danced, like wan ghosts about a funeral pyre. 
Among the dead and dying, strew'd around ; — 
While some pale wretch look'd on, and fiQm his wound 
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Plucking the fiery dart by which he bled, 
In ghastly transport waved it o'er his head ! 



T was more than midnight now — a fearful paufe 
Had followed the long shouts, the wild applause, 
That lately from those Royal Gardens burst, 
Where the veil'd demon held his feo^t accursed, 
When Zelica — alas, poor ruin'd heart, 
In ev'ry horror doomM to bear its part ! — 
Was bidden to the banquet by a slave, 
Who, while his quiv'ring lip the summons gave. 
Grew black, as though the shadows of the grave 
Compass'd him round, and ere he could repeat 
His message through, fell lifeless at her feet ! 
Shudd'ring she went — a soul-felt pang of fear, 
A presage that her own dark doom was near. 
Roused ev'ry feeling, and brought Reason back 
Once more, to writhe her last upon the rack. 
All round seem'd tranquil — ev'n the foe had ceaMd 
As if aware of that demoniac feast. 
His fiery bolts ; and though the heav'ns lookM red, 
'T was but some distant conflagration's spread. 
But hark — she stops — she listens — dreadful tone! 
T is I^er Tormentor's laugh — and now, a groan, 
A long death-groan comes with it : — can this be 
The place of mirth, the bower of revelry ? 
She enters — Holy Alia ! what a sight 
Was there before her ! By the glimm'ring light 
Of the pale dawn, mix'd with the flare of brands 
That round lay burning, droppM from lifeless hands, 
She saw the board, in splendid mockery spread. 
Rich censors breathing — garlands overhead — 
The urns, the cups, from which they late had quaffed 
All gold and gems, but — what had been the draught ' 
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Oil ! who need ask, that saw those livid guests, 

Witli their bwoU'ii heads sunk black'ning on their 

breasts, 
Or looking pale to Heav'n with glassy glare, 
As if they sought but saw no mercy there ; 
As if they felt, though poison rack'd them through. 
Remorse the deadlier torment of the two ! 
While some, the bravest, hardiest in the train 
O^ their false Chief, who on the battle-plain 
Would have met death with transport by his side, 
Here mute and helpless gasp'd ; — but, aa they died, 
Look'd horrible vengeance with their eyes' last strain. 
And clench'd the slack'ning hand at him in vain. 

Dreadful it was to see the ghastly stare, 
The stony look of horror and despair. 
Which some of these expiring victims cast 
Upon their souls' tormentor to the last ; — 
Upon that mocking Fiend, whose veil, now raised, 
Show'd them, as in death's agony they gazed, 
Not the long piomised light, the brow, whose beaming 
Was to come forth, all conqu'ring, all redeeming, 
But features horribler than Hell e'er traced 
On its own brood ; — no Demon of the Waste, 
No churchyard Ghole, caught ling'ring in the light 
Of the blest sui^ e'er blasted human sight 
With lineanients so foul, so fierce as those 
Th' Impostor now, in grinning mock'ry, shows : — 
" There, ye wise Saints, behold your Light, your Star -* 
Ye toovld be dupes and victims, and ye are. 
Is it enough ? or must I, while a thrill 
Lives in your sapient bosoms, cheat you still ? 
Swear that the burning death ye feel within 
Is bat the trance with which Heav'n's joys begin ; 
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That Ihis foul visage, foul as e'er disgraced 

Ev'n monstrous man, is — after God's own taste ; 

And that — but see ! — ere I have half-way said 

My greetings through, th' uncourteous souls are fled 

Farewell, sweet spirits ! not in vain ye die, 

If Eblis loves you half so well as I. — 

Ha, my young bride ! — 't is well — take thou thy seat; 

Nay come — no shudd'ring — didst thou never meet 

The Dead before ? — they graced our wedding, sweet; 

And these, my guests to-night, have brimm'd so true 

Their parting cups, that thou shalt pledge one too. 

But — how is this ? — all empty ? all drunk up ? 

Hot lips have been before thee in the cup, 

Young bride — yet stay-*- one precious drop remains, 

Enough to warm a gentle Priestess' veins ; — 

Here, drink — and should thy lover's conqu'ring amw 

Speed hither, ere thy lip lose all' its charms, 

Give him but half this venom in thy kiss. 

And I 'U forgive my haughty rival's bliss ! 

" For me — I too must die — but not like these 
Vile, rankling things, to fester in the breeze ; 
To have this brow in ruffian triumph shown, 
With all death's grimness added to its own, 
And rot to dust beneath the taunting eyes 
Of slaves, exclaiming, * There his Godship lies !' 
No — cursed race — since first my soul drew breatii, 
They 've been my dupes, and shaU be ev'n in death 
Thou see'st yon cistern in the shade — 't is fill'd 
With burning drugs, for this last hour distill'd : ^ 
There will I plunge me in that liquid flame — 
Fit bath to lave a dying Prophet's frame ! — 
There perish, all — ere pulse of thine shall fail — 
Nor leave one limb to tell mankind the tala 
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Bo shall my Totaries, wheresoe'er they rave, 

Pn)claira that Heav'n took back the Saint it gave;-* 

That I Ve but vanish'd from this earth awhile, 

To come again, with bright, unshrouded smile ! 

So shaU they build me altars in their zeal, 

Where knaves shall minister, and fools shall kuieel; 

Where Faith may mutter o'er her mystic spell, 

Written in blood, and Bigotry may swell 

The sail he spreads for Heav'n with blasts from bell 

So shall my banner, through long ages, be 

The rallying sign of fraud and anarchy ; — 

Kings yet unborn shall rue Mokanna's name, 

And, though I die, my spirit, still the same, 

Shall walk abroad in all the stormy strife. 

And guilt, and blood, that were its bliss in life. — 

But, hark! their battering engine shakes the wall — 

Why, let it shake — thus I can brave them alL 

No trace of me shall g^et them, when they come, 

And I can trust thy faith, for — thou 'It be dumb. 

Now mark how readily a wretch like me. 

In one bold plunge commences Deity ! " 



He sprung and sunk, as the last words were saul - 
Quick closed the burning waters o'er his head, 
And Zelica was left — within the ring 
Of those wide walls the only living thing ; 
The only wretched one, still cursed with breath, 
In all that frightful wilderness of death ! 
M<M« like some bloodless ghost — such as, they telig 
In the Lone Cities of the Silent dwell. 
And there, unseen of all but AUa, sit. 
Each by its own pale carcass, watching it 
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But morn is up, and a fresh warfare stin 
Throughout the camp of the beleaguerera. 
Their grlobes of fire (the dread artiU'ry lent 
By Greece to conqu'ring Mahadi) are spent ; 
And now the scorpion's shaft, the quarry sent 
From high balistas, and the shielded throng 
Of soldiers swinging the huge ram along, 
All speak th' impatient Islamite's intent 
To try, at length, if tower and battlement 
And bastion'd wall be not less hard to win, 
Less tough to break down than the hearts withiiL 
First in impatience and in toil is he^ 
The burning Azim — oh ! could he but see 
Th' Impostor once alive within his grasp, 
Not the gaunt lion's hug, nor boa's clasp, 
Could match that gripe of vengeance, or keep pace 
With the fell heartiness of Hate's embrace ! 

Loud rings the pond'rous ram against the walls; 
Now shake the ramparts, now a buttress falls, 
But still no breach — "Once more, one mighty swing 
Of all your beams, together thundering ! " 
There — the wall shakes — the shouting troo^ exult^ 
** Quick, quick discharge your weightiest catapult 
Right on that spot, and Neksheb is our own ! ** 
•T is done — the battlements come crashing down, 
And the huge wall, by that stroke riv'n in two, 
Yawning, like some old crater, rent anew, 
Shows the dim, desolate city smoking through. 
But strange ! no signs of life — naught living seen 
Above, below — what can this stillness mean ? 
A minute's pause suspends all hearts and eyes •— 
**In through the breach," impetuous Azim cries* 



But the cool Caliph, fearful of some wile 
in this blank stillness, checks the troops awhile, — 
Just then, a figure, with slow step, advanced 
Forth from the ruin'd walls, and, as there glanced 
A sunbeam over it, all eyes could see 
The well-known Silver Veil ! — ** T is He, 't is He, 
Mokanna, and alone ! ^ they shout around ; 
Young Azim from his steed springs to the ground - 
''Mine, Holy Caliph ! mine," he cries, ^ the task 
To crush yon daring wretch — *t is all 1 ask." 
Eager he darts to meet the demon foe, 
Who still across wide heaps of ruin slow 
And falteringly comes, till they are near ; 
Then, with a bound, rushes on Azim's spear, 
And, casting off the Veil in falling, shows -~ 
Oh ! — "t ia his Zelica's life-blood that flows ! 

** I meant not, Azim," soothingly she said, 
As on his trembling arm she leaii'd her head, 
And, looking in his face, saw anguish there 
Beyond all wounds the quiv'ring flesh can bear — 
*^ I meant not thou shouldst have the pain of this : -^ 
Though death, with thee thus tasted, is a bliss 
Thou wouldst not rob me of, didst thou but know 
How ofl I 've pray'd to God I might die so ! 
But the Fiend's venom was too scant and slow ; - * 
To linger on were madd'ning — and I thought 
If once that Veil — nay, look not on it — caught 
The eyes of your fierce soldiery, I should be 
Struck by a thousand death-darts instantly. 
But this is jweeter — oh ! believe me, yes — 
I would not change tliis sad, hut dear caress, 
This death within thy arms I would not give 
For the most smiling life the nappiest live I 
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All, tliat stood dark and drear before the eye 

Of my Btray'd soul, is passing swiftly by ; 

A light comes o'er me from those looks of love^ 

Like the first dawn of mercy from above : 

And if thy lips but tell me I 'm forgiv'n, 

Angels will echo the blest words in HeavVit 

But live, my Azim; — oh ! to call thee mine 

Thus once again ! my Azim — dream divine ! 

Live, if thou ever lov'dst me, if to meet 

Thy Zelica hereafter would be sweet, 

Oh, live to pray for her — to bend the knee 

Morning and night before that Deity, 

To whom pure lips and hearts without a' stain, 

As thine are, Azim, never breathed in vain, — ^ 

And pray that He may pardon her, — may take 

Compassion on her soul for thy dear sake, 

And, naught rememb'ring but her love to thee, 

Make her all thine, all His, eternally ! 

Go to those happy fields where first we twined 

Our youthful hearts together — every wind 

Thst meets thee tjiere, fresh from the well-k]i6w« 

flow'rs. 
Will bring the sweetness of those innocent homs 
Back to tliy soul, and thou mayst feel again 
For thy poor Zelica as thou didst then. 
So shall thy orison, like dew that flies 
To Heav'n upon the morning's sunshine, rise 
With ail love's earliest ardor MS the skies ! 
And should they — but, alas, my senses fail -^ 
Oh for one minute ! — should thy prayers prevail — 
If pardon'd souls may, from that World of Bliss, 
Reveal their joy to those they love in this — 
I '11 come to thee — in some sweet dream — and tell — 
Oh Heav'n — I die — dear love ! farewell, farewelL" 
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Time fleeted — years on years bad passed away, 
And few of those who, on that mournful day, 
Had stood, with pity in their eyes, to see 
The maiden's death, and tlie youth's agony. 
Were living still — when, by a rustic grave, 
Beside the swift Amoo's transparent wave. 
An aged man, who had grown aged there 
By that lone grave, morning and night in prayer, 
For the last time knelt down — and, though the shada 
Of death hung darkening over him, there play'd 
A gleam of rapture on his eye and clieek. 
That brighten'd even Death — like the last streak 
Of intense glory on th' horizon's brim. 
When night o'er all the rest hangs chill and dim. 
His soul had seen a Vision, while he slept ; 
She, for whose spirit he had pray'd and wept 
So many years, had come to him, all dress'd 
In angel smiles, and told him she was blest! 
For this the old man breathed his thanks, and died 
And there, upon the banks of that loved tida^ 
He and his Zeiica sleep side by side •• 
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The Btoiy of the Veiled Prophet of Khorassan bcV'g 
ended, they were now doomed to hear Fadlaile«n'fl 
criticisuQ upon it. A series of disappointments atid 
accidents had occurred to this learned Chamberlain 
during the journey. In the first place, those couriers 
stationed, as in the reign of Shah Jehan, between Delhi 
and the Western coast' of India, to secure a constant 
supply of mang^oes for the Royal Table, had, by some 
cruel irre^larity, failed in their duty ; and to eat any 
mangoes but those of Mazagong was, of course, impos- 
sible. In the next place, the elephant, laden with his 
fine antique porcelain, had, in an unusual fit of live- 
liness, shattered the whole set to pieces : — an irrepara- 
ble loss, as many of the vessels were so exquisitfely old, 
as to have been used under the Emperors Yan and 
Chun, who reigned many ages before the dynasty of 
Tang. His Koran, too, supposed to be the identical 
copy between the leaves of which Mahomet's favorite 
pigeon used to nestle, had been mislaid by his Koran- 
bearer three whole days; not without much spiritual 
alarm to Fadladeen, who, though professing to hold 
with ( ther loyal and orthodox Mussulmans, that salvation 
could only be found in the Koran, was strongly sus- 
pected of believing in his heart, that it o^ld only bo 
foind in his own particular copy of it When to all 
tiiese grievances is added the obstinacy of the cooks, 
m putting the pepper of Canara into his dishes instead 
of the cinnamon of Serendib, we may easily suppose 
that he came to the task of criticism with, at leadt, « 
•ufficient degree of irritability for the purpose 
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in order," said he, importantly swinging about his 
chaplet of pearls, *'to convey with cleamess my opinion 
if the story this young man has related, it is necessary 
to take a review of all the stories that have ever — ^ " 
— *'My good Fadladeen!" exclaimed the Princess, 
interrupting him, ** we really do not deserve that you 
should -give yourself so much trouble. Your opinion 
of the poem we have just heard, will, I have no doubt, 
be abundantly edifjring, without any further waste of 
your valuable erudition.**— "If that be all," replied the 
critic, — evidently mortified at not being allowed to show 
how much he knew about every thing but the subject im- 
mediately before him — " if that be all that is required, 
the matter is easily dispatched." He then proceeded 
to analyze the poem, in that strain (so well known to 
the unfortunate bards of Delhi) whose censures were 
an infliction from which few recovered, and whose very 
praises were like the honey extracted from the bitter 
flowers of the aloe. The chief personages of the story 
were, if he rightly understood them, an ill-favonsd 
gentleman, with a veil over his face; — a young lady, 
whose reason went and came, according as it suited 
the poet^s convenience to be sensible or otherwise ;^- 
and a youth in one of those hideous Bucharian bonnets, 
who took the aforesaid gentleman in a veil for a Divin- 
ity. ^From such materials," said he, ** what can be 
expected? — after rivalling each other in long speec lias 
end absurdities, through some thousands of lines as 
indigestible as the filberts of Berdaa, our friend in the 
veil jumps into a tub of aquafortis ; the young lady 
dies in a set speech, whose only recommendation is 
that it is her last ; and the lover lives on to a good old 
age, for the laudible purpose of seeing her ghost, which 
He at last happily accomplishes, and expires. Thi% 
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foa will allow, is a fair summary of the stoiy ; and' if 
Nasser, the Arabian merchant, told no better, onr Holy 
Prophet (to whom be all honor and glory ! ) had no need 
to be jealous of his abilities for story-telling." 

With respect to the style, it was wortiiy of the mat- 
ter; — it had not even those pontic contrivances of 
structure, which make up for the conmionness of (he 
thoughts by the peculiarity of the manner, nor lliat 
stately poetical phraseology by which sentiments mean 
in themselves, like -the blacksmith's apron converted 
into a banner, are so easily gilt and embroidered into 
consequence. Then, as to the versification, it was, to 
say no worse of it, execrable: it had neither the copious 
flow of Ferdosi, the sweetness of Hafez, nor the sen- 
tentious march of Sadi ; but appeared to him, in the 
uneasy heaviness of its movements, to have been 
modelled upon tlie gait of a very tired dromedary. The 
licenses, too, m ^ hich it indulged, were unpardonable ; 
— for instance this line, and the poem abounded with 
Bucn; — 

Like the faint, exquisite music of a dream. 

<*What critic that can count," said Fadladeen, "and 
has his full complement of fingers to count witlial, 
would tolerate for an instant such syllabic superflu- 
ities?" — He here looked round, and discovered that 
most of his audience were asleep ; while tliC glimmer- 
ing lamps seemed inclined to follow their example. It 
became necessary, therefore, however painful to him- 
self, to put an end to his valuable animadversions for 
the present, and he accordingly concluded, witn an air 
of dignified candor, thus : — " Notwithstanding the 
observations which I have thought it my duty to make, 
it is by no means my wish to discourage the younn 



man . — bo far fk>m it, indeed, that if he will bat totally 
alter his style of writing and thinkinl^, I have veiy 
little doubt that I shall be vastly pleased w th him.** 

Some days elapsed, after this harangue cf the Great 
Chamberlain, before Lalla Rookh could venture to ask 
Ibr another story. The youth was still a welc ma 
guest in the pavilion — to orte heart, perhaps, tot 
dangerously welcome ; — but all mention of poetry was, 
■B if by common consent, avoided. Though none of 
the party had much respect for Fadladeen, yet his cen- 
sures, thus magisterially delivered, evidently made an 
impression on them alL The Poet, himself, to whom 
criticism was quite a new operation, (being wholly 
unknown in that Paradise of the Indies, Cashmere,} 
felt the shock as it is generally felt at first, till use haa 
made it more tolerable to the patient; — the Ladies 
began to suspect that they ought not to be pleased, and 
seemed to conclude that there must have been much 
good sense in what Fadladeen said, from its having set 
them all so soundly to sleep ; — while the self-compla- 
cent Chamberlain was left to triumph in the idea of 
having, for the hundred and fiftieth time in his life, 
extinguished a Poet Lalla Rookh alone — and Love 
knew why — persisted in being delighted with all she 
had heard, and resolving to hear more as speedily as 
possible. Her manner, however^ of first returning to 
the subject was unlucky. It was while they rested 
during the heat of noon near a fountain, on which some 
hand had rudely traced those well-known words from 
the Garden of Sadi, — **Many, like me, have viewed this 
fountain, but they are gone, and their eyes are closed for 
ever ! " — that she took occasion, from the melancholy 
beauty of this passage, to dwell upon the charms of po^ 
eery in genetaL ** It is true," she said, ^ few poets caa 
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imitate that sublime bird, which flies alwajs in the ab 
and never touches the earth : -^ it is only once in man/ 
ages a Genius appears, whose words, like those on tiie 
Written Mountain, last forever: — but still there are 
some, as deUghted, perhaps, though not so wonderful, 
who, if not stars over <>ur head, are at least flowers 
iiong our path, and whose sweetness of the moment 
we ought gratefully to inhale, without calling upon 
tliem for a brightness and a durability beyond their 
nature. In short,** continued she, blushing, as if con- 
scious of being caught in an oration, ^' it is quite cruel 
that a poet cannot wander through his regions of 
enchantment, without having a critic forever, like the 
old Man of the Sea, upon his back ! " — Fadladeen, it 
was plain, took this last luckless allusion to himself, 
and would treasure it up in his mind as a whetstone for 
his next criticism. A sudden silence ensued ; and the 
Princess, glancing a look at Feramorz, saw plainly she 
must wait for a more courageous moment 

But the glories of Nature, and her wild, fragrant airs, 
playing freshly over the current of youthful spirts, will 
soon heal even deeper wounds than the dull Fadladeens 
of this world can inflict. In an evening or two aHer, 
they came to the small Valley of Gardens, which had 
•been planted by order of the Emperor, for his favorite 
sister Rochinara, during their progress to Cashmere, 
some years before ; and never was there a more spark- 
ling assemblage of sweets since the Gulzar-e-Irem, or 
Rose-bower of Irem. Every precious flower was there 
to be found, that poetry, or love, or religion, has ever 
consecrated; from the dark hyacinth, to which Hafez 
compares his mistress's hair, to the CdmaUUd, by whose 
rosy blossoms the heaven of Indra is scented. As they 
fat m the cool fragrance of this delicious spot, and 
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Lalla Rookh remarked tliat she could fancy it the abode 
of that Flower-loving Nymph whom they worship in 
the temples of Kathay, or of one of those Peris, those 
beautiful creatures of the air, who live upon perfumes, 
and to whom a place like this might make some amends 
for the Paradise they have lost, — the young Poet, in 
whiiee eyes she appeared, while she spoke, U) be one 
of the bright spiritual creatures she was describing, 
said hesitatingly that he remembered a Story of a Peri, 
which, if the Princess had no objection, he would ven- 
ture to relate. ^ It is,** said he, with an appealing look 
to Fadladeen, '* in a lighter and humbler strain than the 
otlier;" then, striking a few careless but melancbolf 
•hordfl on his kitar he tbtu began : 



s-afe^ 



PARADISE AND THE PERL 

One mora a Peri at the gate 
Of Eden stood disconsolate ; 
And as she listened to the Springs 

Of Life within, like music flowing, 
And caught the light upon her wings 

Through the half-open portal glowing, 
She wept to think her recreant race 
Should e'er have lost that glorious place I 

" How happy," exclaim'd this child of air 
** Are the holy Spirits who wander there, 

Mid flowers that never shall fade or fall ; 
Though mine are the gardens of earth and sea. 
And the stars themselves have flowers for me, 

One blossom of Heaven outblooms them all ! 



" Though sunny the Lake of cool Cashmere, 
With its plane-tree Isle reflected clear, 

And sweetly the founts of that Valley fall ; 
Though bright are the waters of Sing-su-hay, 
And the golden floods that thitherward stray. 
Yet — oh, 'tis only the Blest can say 
How the waters of Heaven outshine them all 



^Go, wing thy flight from star to star. 
From world to luminous world, as far 
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As die nniverae sjN'eada its flaming wall: 
Tako all the pleasures of all the spheres, 
And multiply each through endless yearSi 
One minute of heaven is worth them all ! * 



The glorioas Angel, who was keeping 
The gates of Light, beheld her weopia^; 
And, as he nearer drew and listened 
To her sad song, a tear-drop glisten'd 
Within his eyelids, like the spray 

From Eden's fountain, when it lies 
On the blue flowV, which — Bramins say - 

]Kooms nowhere but in Paradise. 

• Nymph of a fair but erring line ! " 
Gently he said — •* One hope is thine. 
T is written in the Book of Fate, 

The Peri yd may be forgiven 
fVho brings to this Eternal gate 

The Gift that ia most dear to Heax^n ^ 
Go, seek it, and redeem thy sin — 
T is sweet to let the pardon'd in." 

Rapidly as comets run 

To th' embraces of the Sun -r 

Fleeter than the starry brands 

Flung at night from angel hands 

At those dark and daring sprites 

Who would climb th' empyreal heighba, 

Down the blue vault the Peri flies, 

And, lighted earthward by a glance 
That just then broke from morning's eye§f 

Hung ];ov'ring o'er our world's i 
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But whither shall the Spint go 

To find this gift for Heav'n ? — ** I know 

The wealth," she cries, •* of every urn 

In which unnumberM rubies bum, 

Beneath the pillars of Chilminar; 

I know where the Isles of Perfume axe, 

Many a fathom down in the sea. 

To the south of sun-bright Araby ; 

I know, too, where the Genii hid 

The jewellM cup of their King Jamshid, 

With Life's elixir sparkling high — 

But gifts like these are not for the sky. 

Where was there ever a gem that shone 

Like the steps of AUa's wonderful Throne ? 

And the Drops of Life — oh! what would they bt 

In the boundless Deep of Eternity?" 



While thus she mused, her pinions fanned 
The air of that sweet Indian land, 
Whose air is balm ; whose ocean spreads 
O'er coral rocks, and amber beds ; 
Whose mountains, pregnant by the beam 
Of the warm sun, with diamonds teem 
Whose rivulets are like rich brides, 
Lovely, with gold beneath their tides ; 
Whose sandal groves and bow'rs of spice 
Might be a Peri's Paradise ! 
But crimson now her rivers ran 

With human blood -^ the smell of death 
Came reeking from those spicy bow'rs, 
And man, the sacrifice of man. 

Mingled his taint with eVry breath 
Upwafted from th' innocent flow'rs 
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Land of tlie Sun ! what foot invailet 
Thy Pagods and thy pillar'd shades .«- 
Thy cavern shrines, and Idol stones, 
Thy Monarchs and their thousand Throiiei ' 
T is He of Gazna — fierce in wrath 

He comes, and India's^diadems 
Lie scatterM in his ruinous path. — 

His bloodhounds he adorns with gems 
Tom from the violated necks 

Of many a young and loved Sultana ; 

Maidens, within their pure Zenana, 

Priests in the very fane he slaughters, 
And chokes up with the glitt'ring wrecki 

Of golden shrines the sacred waters ! 



Downward the Peri turns her gaze, 
And, through the war-field's bloody haze 
Beholds a youthful warrior stt nd. 

Alone beside his native river, — 
The red blade broken in his hand, 

And ^le last arrow in his quiver. 
** Live," said the Conq'rer, " live to share 
The trophies and the crowns I bear!" 
Silent that youthful warrior stood — 
Silent he pointed to the flood 
All crimson with his country's blood, 
Then seLt his last remaining dart 
For answer, to th' Invader's heart 



False flew the shaft, though pointed well ; 
The Tyrant lived, the Hero fell ! — 
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Yet markM the Peri where he lay, 
And, when the rush of war was past, 

Swiflly descending on a ray 
Of morning light, she caifght the last— 

Last glorious drop his heart had shed, 

Before its free-born spirit fled ! " 

^Be this," she cried, as she wingM her flight, 
^ My welcome gift at the Gates of Light 
Though foul are the drops that oft distil 

On the field of warfare, blood like this, 

For Liberty shed, so holy is, 
It would not stain the purest rill, 

That sparkles among the Bowers of Bliss ! 
Oh, if there be, on this earthly sphere, 
A boon, an oflering Heav'n holds dear, 
T is the last libation Liberty draws 
From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her cause * 

^ Sweet," said the Angel, as she gave 

The gift into his radiant hand, 
" Sweet is our welcome of the Brave 

Who die thus for their native Land* — 
But see — alas ! — the crystal bar 
Of Eden moves not — holier far 
Than ev'n this drop the boon must be 
That opes the Gates of Heav'n for thee!* 

Her first fond hope of Eden blighted, 
Now among Afric's lunar Mountainv, 

Far to the South, the Peri lighted ; 
And sleekM her plumage at the foaDtaias 

Of that Egyptian tide — whose birth 

Is hiflden from the sons of earUi 



'^^ 



Deep in thoae solitary woods ■-"•■* 
Where oft the Genii of the Floods 
Dance round the cradle of their Nile, 
And hail the new-bom Giant's smile. 
Thence over Egypt's palmy groves, 

Her grots, and sepulchres of Kings, 
The exiled Spirit sighing roves ; 
And now hangs listening to the doves 
In warm Rosetta's vale — now loves 

To watch the moonlight on the wings 
Of the white pelicans that break 
The azure calm of McBris' Lake* 
rr was a fair scene — a Land more bright 

Never did mortal eye behold i 
Who could have thought, that saw this night 

Those valleys and their fruits of gold 
Basking in Heav'n's serenest light; — 
Those groups of lovely date-trees bending 

Languidly their leaf-crown'd heads. 
Like youtliful maids, when sleep descending 

Warns them to their silken beds ; — 
Those virgin lilies, all the night 

Bathing their beauties in tlie lake 
That they may rise more fresh and bright, 

When their beloved Sun's awake ; — 
Those ruin'd shrines and tow'rs that seem 
The relics of a splendid dream ; 

Amid whose fairy loneliness . 
Naught but the lapwing's cry is heard, 
Naught seen but (when the shadows, flitting 
Fast from the moon, unsheath its gleam) 
Some pnrple-wing'd Sultanna sitting 

Upon a column, motionless 
And glitt'ring like an Idol bird. — • 



■n- 
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Who coidd have thought, that there, ev^ tfaen^ 
Amid those scenes so still and fair, 

The Demon of the Plague hath cast 

From his hot wing a deadlier blast, 
More mortal far than ever came 
From the red Desert's sands of flame ! 
So quick, that ev'ry living thing 
Of human shape, touch'd by his wing. 

Like plants, where the Simoon hath pass*^ 
At once falls black and withering! 
The sun went down on many a brow 

Which, full of bloom and freshness then, 
Is rankling in the pest-house now, 

And ne'er will feel that sun again. 
And, oh ! to see th' unburied heaps 
On which the lonely moonlight sleeps — 
The very vultures turn away, 
x\nd sicken at so foul a prey ! 
Only the fierce hysBna stalks 
Throughout the city's desolate walks 
At midnight, and his carnage plies : — 

Woe to the half-dead wretch, who meeti 
The glaring of those large blue eyes 

Amid the darkness of the streets ! 

" Poor race of men ! " said the pitying Spirit, 
" Dearly ye pay for your primal Fall — 

Some fiow'reis of Eden ye still inherit. 

But the trail of the Serpent is over tton til ' 

She wept — tho air grew pure and clear 
Around her, as the bright drops ran; 

For there 's a niagic in each tear* 
Such kindly Spirits weep for van I 
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Just then beneath some orange trees, 
Whose fruit and blossoms in the breeze 
Were wantoning together, free, 
Like age at play with infancy — 
Beneath that fresh and springing bower. 

Close by the Lake, she heard the moan 
Of one who, at this silent hour, 

Had thither stol'n to die alone. 
One who in life where'er he moved. 

Drew after him the hearts of many ; 
Yet now, as though he ne'er were loved, 

Dies here unseen, unwept by any ! 
None to watch near him — none to slake 

The fire that in his bosom lies, 
With ev'n a sprinkle from that lake. 

Which shines so cool before his eyes. 

No voice, well known through many a day 

To speak the last, the parting word, 
Which, when all other sounds decay. 

Is still like distant music heard ; — 
That tender farewell on the shore 
Of this rude world, when all is o'er. 
Which cheers the spirit, ere its bark 
Puts off into tlie ^inknown Dark. 



Deserted youth ! one thought alone 

Shed joy around his soul in death — 
That she, whom he for years had known. 
And loved, and might have call'd his own. 

Was safe from this foul midnight's breath, >«• 
Safe in her father's princely halls. 
Where the cool airs from fountain fidls. 
Freshly perfumed by many a brand 
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Of the sweet wood from India's land, 
Were pure as she whose brow they fanned. 



But see — who yonder comes by stealth, 

TJiis melancholy bow'r to seek, 
Like a young envoy, sent by Health, 

WitJi rosy gifts upon her cheek ? 
T is she — far off, through moonUght dun, 

He knew his own betrothed bride, 
She, who would rather die with him, 

Than live to gain the world beside ! — 
Her anns are round her lover now. 

His livid cheek to hers she presses, 
And dips, to bind his burning brow. 

In the cool lake her loosened tressoa. 
Ah ! once, how little did he think 
An hour would come, when he should shnnlr 
With horror from that dear embrace, 

Those gentle arms, that were to him 
Holy as is the cradling place 

Of Eden's infant cherubim ! 
And now he yields — now turns away 
Shuddering as if tlie venom lay 
All in those proffer'd lips alone — 
Those Ups that, then so fearless grown^ 
Never until that instant came 
Near his unmask'd or without shame. « 

^ Oh ! let me only breathe the air. 

The blessed air, that 's breattied by thee, 
And, whether on its wings it bear 

Healing or death, 't is sweet to me ! 
There — drink my tears, while yet they fall - 

Would that my bosom's blood were bakn, 



And, well thou know'st, I M shed it all. 

To give thy brow one minute's cakn. 
Nay, turn not from me that dear face — 

Am I not thine — thy own loved biide • « 
The one, the chosen one, whose place 

In life or death is by thy side ? 
Think'st thou that she, whose only liglit, 

In this dim world, from thee hath shoiie» 
Could bear the long, the cheerless nignt, 

That must be hers when thou ait gone ? 
That I can live, and let thee go, 
Who art my life itself? — No, no — 
When the stem dies the leaf that grew 
Out of its heart must perish too ! 
Then turn to me, my own love, turn, 
Before, like thee, I fade and burn ; 
Cling to these yet cool lips, and share 
The last pure life that lingers there ! * 
She fails — she sinks — as dies the lamp 
In chamel airs, or cavern-damp, 
So quickly do his baleful sighs 
Quench all the sweet light of her eyes. 
One struggle — and his pain is past — 

Her lover is no longer living ! 
One kiss the maiden gives, one last, 

Long kiss, which she expires in giving! 



** Sleep,** said the Peri, as softly she stde 
The farewell sigh of that vanishing soul, 
As true as e*er warm*d a woman's breast -^ 
^ Sleep on, in visions of odor rest, 
In balmier airs than ever yet stirr*d 
Th' encharted pile of that lonely bivd. 
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Who smgB at the last his own death-lay, 
And in music and perfume dies away ! " • 
Thus saying, from her lips she spread 

Unearthly breathings through the place, 
And shook her sparkling wreath, as') shed 

Such lustre o'er each paly face, 
That like two lovely saints they seem'd, 

Upon the eve of doomsday taken 
From their dim graves, in odor sleeping; 

While that benevolent Peri beam'd 
Like their good angel, calmly keeping 

Watch o'er them till their souls should wakei^ 

But mom is blushing in the sky; 

Again the Peri soars above. 
Bearing to Ileav'n that precious sigh 

Of pure, self-sacrificing love. 
High throbb'd her heart, with hope elate, 

Th' Eiysian palm she soon shall win, 
For the bright Spirit at tlie gate 

Smiled as she gave that ofTring in ; 
And she already hears the trees 

Of Eden, with their crystal bells 
Ringing in that ambrosia] breeze 

That from the throne of AUa swells ; 
And she can see the starry bowls 

That lie around that lucid lake, 
Upon whose banks admitted Souls 

Their first sweet draught of glory take! 

But, ah ! ev'n Peri's hopes are vain — 
Again the fates forbade, again 
Th' immortal barrier closed — " Not yet," 
The Angel said, as, with regret. 
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He shut iffoin her that glimpse of glory -^ 
** True was the maiden, and her sUNy^ 
Written in light o'er AUa's head. 
By seraph eyes shall long be read. 
But Peri, see — the crystal bar 
Of Eden moves not — holier far 
Than ev'n this sigh the boon must be 
That opes the Gates of Ueav'n for thee. 

Now, upon Syria's land of rosea 
Soflly the light of Eve reposes, 
And, like a glory, the broad sun 
Hangs over sainted Lebanon ; 
Whose head in wintry gmndeur tow^n. 

And wliitens with eternal sleet, 
While summer, in a vale of flow'ia, 

Is sleeping rosy at his feet 

To one, who look'd from upper air 
O'er all th' enchanted regions tliere, 
How beauteous must have been the glow. 
The life, the sparkling from below* 
Fair gardens, shining streams, with raiik% 
Of golden melons on their banks, 
More golden where the sun-light falls ; — 
Gay lizards, glitt'ring on the walls 
Of ruin'd shrines, busy and bright 
As they were all alive with light; 
And yet, more splendid, numerous flocks 
Of pigeons, settling on the rocks, 
With their rich restless wings, that gle 
Variously in the crimson beam 
Of the warm West, — as if inlaid 
With brilliants from the mine, or made 
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Of tearless rainbows, sttch as »/aji 
TW uficloQded sides of Periston. 
And dien tJie mingUng sounda that come, 
Of shepherd's ancient reed, with hum 
Of Uie wild bees of Palestine, 

Banqueting tJirougb tJie flow'ry valei:; 
And, Jordan, those sweet banks of thine. 

And woods, so full of nightingales. 

But naught can charm the luckless Pen ; 
f Her soul is sad — her wiiiga are weary — 

Joyless she sees the Sun look down 
On tliat great Temple, once his own, 
Whose lonely columns stand sublime, 

Flinging their shadowa from on high. 
Like dials, which tlie wizard. Time, 

Had raised to count his ages by! 

Yet haply there may lie conceal'd 

Beneath Oiose Chambers of the Sun, 
8ome amulet of gems, anneaPd 
In upper fires^ some tablet seal'd 
With the great name of Solomon, 
Which, speird by her illumined eyes, 
3faj teach her where, beneath the moon. 
In earth or ocean, lies the boon, 
The charm, that can restore so soon 
An erring Spirit to the skiea. 



Cheer'd by this hope she bends her thither;* 
Still laughs the radiant eye of Heaven, 
Nor hove the golden bowers of Even 

In the rich West begun to wither ; — 
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When, o'er the vale of Balbec wingiiy 

Slowly, she sees a child at play 
Among the roey wild-flow'rs singing', 

As rosy and as wild as they ; 
Chasing, with eager hands and eyei, 
The beautiful blue damsel-flies, 
That flutter'd round the jasmine stems. 
Like winged flow'ps or flying gems : — 
And, near the boy, who tired with play 
Now nestling 'raid the roses lay, 
She saw a wearied man dismount 

From his hot steed, and on the brink 
Of a small imaret's rustic fount 

Impatient fling him down to drink. 
Then swifl his haggard brow he turned 

To the fair child, who fearless sat, 
Thotigh never yet hath day-beam bum'd 

Upon a brow more fierce than that,— 
Sullenly fierce — a mixture dire. 
Like th.'nder-clouds of gloom and fire; 
In whic/- the Peri's eye could read 
Dark taicp of many a ruthless deed ; 
The niin J maid — the shrine profiined — 
Oaths bro...i»n — and the threshold stain'd 
Willi blooc J guests! — ihtrt written, all. 
Black as the Jvmning drops that faU 
From tlie denouD';ing Angel'b pen, 
Ere Mercy weep# s^(»a» ^jt agaii^ 



Fet tranquil now that niai> )f crime 
(As if the balmy evening ume 
Soften'd his spirit) look'd and l»y 
Watching the rosy infant's play • -^ 



f]() Iui.LiiA R©OKH. 

Though still, whene'er his eye by chanM 
Fell on the boy's, its lurid ^ancc 

Met that unclouded, joyous gaae, 
As torches, that have burn'd all nighk 
Through some impure and godless rite, 

Encouater morning's glorious raya. 

But, hark I the vesper call to pray'r, 

As slow the orb of daylight sets. 
Is rising sweetly on the air, ^^ 

Prom Syria's thousand minarets ^^ 
The boy has started from the bed 
Of flow'rs, where he had laid his head, 
And down upon the fragrant sod 

Kneels with his forehead to the south, 
Lisping th' eternal name of God 

From Purity's own cherub mouth. 
And looking, while his hand* and eyes 
Are lifted to the glowing skies, 
Like a stray babe of Paradise, 
Just lighted on that flow'ry plain. 
And seeking for its home again. 
Oh I 't was a sight — that Heav'n — that cLild — 
A scene, which might have well beguiled 
Ev'n haughty Eblis of a sigh 
For glories lost and peace gone by! 

And how felt fej, the wretched Man 
Reclining there — while memory ran 
O'er many a year of guilt and strife. 
Flew o'er the dark flood of his life, 
Nor found one sunny resting-place, 
Nor brought him back one branch of gracA* 
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'^^here was a tirae," he daid, in mild, 
Heart-humbled tones — <* thou blessed child ! 
When, young, and haply pure as thou, 
I look'd and pray'd like thee — but now " «» 
He hung his head — * each nobler aim, 

And hope, and feeling, which had slept 
From boyhood's hour, that instant came 

Fresh o'er him, and he wept — he wept ! 

Blest tears of soul-felt penitence ! 

In whose benign, redeeming flow 
Is felt the first, the only sense 

Of guiltless joy that guilt can know. 
''There 's a drop," said the Peri, *" that dowa 

from the moon 
Falls through the withering airs of June 
Upon Egypt's land, of so healing a powV, 
So balmy a virtue, that ev'n in the hour 
That drop descends, contagion dies, 
And health reanimates earth and skies ! 
Oh, is it not thus, thou man of sin, 

The precious tears of repentance fall ? 
Though foul thy fiery plagues within, 
One heavenly drop hadi dispelled them all!* 

And now — behold him kneeling there 
By die child's side, in humble pray'r. 
While the same sunbeam shines upon 
The guilty and the guiltless one. 
And hymns of joy proclaim through Heav^ 
The triumph of a Soul Forgiv'n ! 

T was when the golden orb had set. 
While on thnir knees they linger'd yet. 
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There fell rf light more lovely far 
Than ever came from sun or etajj 
Upon tlie tear that, warm and meek| 
l>ewM tfiat repentJint fihiner^s cheek. 
To mortal eye Uiib light might aeem 
A northern flash or rucioor beam — 
But well tW enniptared Peri knew 
T wm a bright emile the An^el tbreir 
Fmm lJeav*it9 gate, to Iiail that tear 
The harbinger of gloiy near ! 

** Joy, joy for ever ! my task ia done -^ 
The gniea are paaaM, and Heav*n ifl wcd! 
Oh \ flm 1 net h^ppy ? I am, 1 ttm ^ 

To thee, aweet Eden ! how dark and aad 
Are the diamond turrots of Shadnkiam^ 

And the fragrant bowers of Amhemlmd 

" FarDwell, ye odors of Earth, that die 
Pnaaing away like a lover's aig-h ; — 
My feast is now of the Tooba Tree, 
Whose scent IS the breath of Eisrnity J 

"Farewell, ye vanishing flowers, that FihoM 

In my fairy wreath, so bright and brief; — 
Oh i what arc Uie brightest that e'er have bbjwi^ 
I'o the lote-treei springing by Alla*a tiironcj 
Whose flow era have a soul in every lea£ 
Joy, joy for ever ! — tuy ta^k is done — 
Tlie Gatea are pasa'd, and Heav'^ is won ' 
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Ami tlifl," said the Great Chamberlain, ^ is poetiy 

Haa HiniBf manufacture of the brain, which, in cora- 

fMirison with the lofty and durable monuments of genius, 

ii as the gold filigree- work of Zaraara beside the eternal 

architecture of Egypt ! ^ After this gorgeous sentence, 

which, with a few more of the same kind, Fadladeen 

kept by him for rare and important occasions, he pro- 

^ceeded to the anatomy of the short poem just recited. 

The lax and easy kind of metre in which it was written 

ought to be denounced, he said, as one of the leading 

causes of the alarming growth of poetry in our times. 

If some check were not given to this lawless facility, 

we should soon be overrun by a race of bards tm 

numerous and as shallow as the hundred and twenty 

thousand Streams of Basra. They who succeeded ii: 

this style deserved chastisement for their very success ; 

1— as warriors have been punished, even after gaining 

a victory, because they had taken the liberty of gaining 

it in an irregular or unestablished manner. What, 

then, was to be said to those who failed ? to those who 

presumed, as in the present lamentable instance, to 

knitate the license and ease of the bolder sons of song, 

"Without any of that grace or vigor which gave a dignity 

even to negligence ; — who, like them, flung the jereed 

carelfissly, but not, like them, to the mark ; — ** and 

who," said he, raising his voice to excite a proper 

degree of wakeftdness in his hearers, ^ contrive to appear 

heavy and constrained in the midst of all the latitude 

they allow themselves, like one of those young pagana 

that dance before the Piinceas, who is ingenioiii 
la* 
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ten(iiig:h to move ^m if her limbs were fettered, in a paa 
of tlio lightest and loosest drawers of Masulipatam ! " 

It was but little suitable^ he continued, to the grave 
march of criticism to follow this fantastical Peri, of 
Tvliom they had just heard, through all her flights ; but 
he could not help advertin^j to the puerile conceitodnesi 
of liie Tl^ee GiiU which she m supposed to carry l3 
tlie skJeEi, — a drop of blood, forsooth, a sigh, and a 
tear! How tlie finst of tlmse articles waa delivered 
into the AfigcVd " radiant htiud ^ he professed himself 
at a Itiaa to discover ; and nM to tlie safe carriage of the 
eijjii, and the tear, snch Peris and such poets were, 
hein;^ by far too incomprehensible for him even to 
gueaa how they managed such matters. "But, in 
aJiort," said he, " it ia a waste of time and patience to 
dwell lou^r upon a thing so incurably frivolous, — 
puny even amono; its own puny race, and such as only 
the Biinymi Hoi?pita.l for Sick Inaticts should undertake." 

In vain did Lai la Rookh try to soften this inexorable 
critic ; in vain did she resort to her most elo<!)uent com- 
mon- pi ace^^ — reini tiding him tliat poets were a timid 
and seiiaiiive nice, whose sweetness was not to be 
drawn forth, like tliat of the fragrant grass near the 
Ganges, by crushing- and trampling upon them ; — that 
severity ollen exting^uiahod every chance of the perfec- 
tion which it deiiianded ; and that, after all, perfection 
wa±j like tlje Mountain of the Taliaman, — no one had 
iver yet reac}ied its sunmuL Neither tliebc gentle 
axioms, nor the still gentler looks with which they were 
inculcated, could lower for one instant the elevation 
of Fadladeexi's eyebrows, or charm him into any thing 
like encoin^gement, or even toleration, of her poet 
Toleration, indeed, wiw not a^tiong the weaknesfies ot 
radladaeu : ^ Jie carried the »B.im spirit into mattexi 



.idi 



LAUJL ROOKB. lid 

of poetry and of religion, and, though little vened ui 
the beauties and sublimities of either, was a perfect 
master of the art of persecution in both. His zeal was 
the some, too, in either pursuit; whether the game 
before him was pagans or poetasters, — worsfuppeii 
«f cows, or writers of epics. 

They had now arrived at the splendid city of Lahore, 
whose mausoleums and shrines, magnificent and num- 
berless, where Death appeared to share equal Lon(»8 
with Heaven, would have powerfully affected the heart 
and imagination of Lalla Rookh, if feelings more of 
this earth had not taken entire possession of her already. 
She was here met by messengers, dispatched from 
Cashmere, who informed her that the King had arrived 
in tlie Valley, and was himself superintending the 
sumptuous preparations that were then making in the 
Saloons of the Shalimar for her reception. The chill 
she felt on receiving this intelligence, — which to a 
bride whose heart was free and light would have 
brought only images of affection and pleasure, — con- 
.vinced her that her peace was gone for over, and that 
she was in love, irretrievably in love, with young Fer- 
amorz. The veil had fallen off in which this passion 
at first disguises itself, and to know that she loved was 
now as painful as to love wUhout knowing it had been 
delicious. Feramorz, too, — what misery would l#« his, 
if the sweet hours of intercourse so imprudently 
allowed them should have stolen' into his heart the 
same fatal fascination as into hers ; — if, notwithstand- 
ing her rank, and the modest homage he always paid to 
it, even he should have yielded to the influence of thoss 
long and happy interviews, where music, poetry, the 
delightful scenes of nature, — all had tended to bring 
tlieir hearts close together, and to waken by evert 
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means that tx) ready passion, which often, hke the 
young of the desert-bird, is wanned into life by the 
eyes alone! She saw but one way to preserve herself 
from being culpable as well as unhappy, and this, how- 
ever painful, she resolved to adopt Feramorz must no 
more be admitted to her presence. To have straifed 
■0 far into the dangerous labjrrinth was wrong, but to 
lingei in it, while the clew was yet in her hand, would 
be criminal Though the heart she had to offer to the 
King of Bncharia might be cold and broken, it should 
at least be pure ; and she must only endeavor to forget 
the short dream of happiness she had enjoyed, — like 
that Arabian shepherd, who, in wandering into the 
wilderness, caught a glimpse of the Gardens of Iram, 
and then lost them again for ever ! 

The arrival of the young Bride at Lahore was cel- 
ebrated in the most enthusiastic manner. The Rajas 
and Omras in her train, who had kept at a certain dis- 
tance during the journey, and never encamped nearer 
to the Princess than was strictly necessary for her safe- 
guard, here rode in splendid cavalcade through the 
city, and distributed the most costly presents to the 
crowd. Engines were erected in all the squares, wl Jch 
cast forth showers of confectionary among the people; 
while the artisans, in chariots adorned with tinsel and 
flying streamers, exhibited the badges of their respec- 
tive trades through the streets. Such brilliant displays 
of life and pageantry among the palaces, and domes, 
and gilded minarets of Lahore, made the city altogether 
like a place of enchantment ; — particularly on the day 
when Lalla Rookh set out again upon her journey 
when she was accompanied to the gate by all the fair 
est and' richest of the nobility, and rode along between 
ranks of beautiful boys and girls, who kept waving ovei 
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Aeir heads plates of gold and silver flowers, and then 
Uirew them around to be gathered by the populace. 

For many days after their departure from Lahore, a 
considerable degree of gloom hung over the whole 
party Lalla Rook) , who had intended to make illness 
her excuse for not admitting the young minstrel as 
u»iial, to the pavilion, soon found that to feign indis- 
position was unnecessary ; -^ Fadladeen felt the loss 
of the good road they had hitherto travelled, and was 
v6ry near cursing Jehan-Guire (of blessed memory ! ) 
for not having continued his delectable alley of trees, 
at least as far as tiie mountains of Cashmere ; — while 
the Ladies, who had nothing now to do all day but to 
be fanned by peacocks' feathers and listen to Fadladeen, 
seemed heartily weary of the life they led, and, in spite 
of all the Great Chamberlain's criticisms, were so taste- 
less as to wish for the poet again. One evening, a« 
they were proceeding to their place of rest for the 
night, the Princess, who, for the freer enjoyment of the 
air, had mounted her favorite Arabian palfrey, in pass- 
ing by a small grove heard the notes of a lute from 
within its leaves, and a voice, which she but too weU 
knew, singing the following words : — 

Pell me not of joys above, 
If that world can give no bliss. 

Truer, happier than the Love 
Which enslaves our souls in this. 



Tell me not of Houris' eyes ; - — 
Far from me their dangerous glo^ 

If those looks that light the skies 
Wound like some that bum below 
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Who, that feels what Love 10 herSi 
All its falsehood — all its pain -~ 

Would, for ev'n Elysium's sphere, 
Risk the fatal dream a^n ? 

Who, that midst a desert's heat 

Sees the waters fade away, 
Would not rather die than meet 

Streams again as false as they ? 

The tone of melancholy defiance in which these wurdi 
were uttered, went to Lalla Rookh's heart ; — and, as 
she reluctantly rode on, she could not help feeling it to 
be a sad but still sweet certainty, that Feramorz was to 
the full as enamored and miserable as herself. 

The place where they encamped that evening was 
the first delightful spot tliey had come to since they 
left Lahore. On one side of them was a grove full of 
small Hindoo temples, and planted with the most grace- 
ful trees of the East ; where the tamarind, the cassia^ 
and the silken plantains of Ceylon were mingled in 
rich contrast with the high fan-like foliage of the Pal- 
mjrra, — that favorite* tree of the luxurious bird that 
lights up the chambers of its nest with fire-flies. In 
bie middle of the lawn where the pavilion stood there 
was a tank surrounded by small mango-trees, on the 
clear cold waters of which floated multitudes of the 
beautiful red lotus ; while at a distance stood the ruins 
of a strange and awful looking tower, which seemed 
old enough to have been the temple of some religion 
no longer known, and which spoke the voice of desola- 
tion in the midst of all that bloom and loveliness. 
This singular ruin excited the wonder and conjectures 
»f alL Lalla Rookh guessed in vain, and the all -pre- 
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tending^ Fadladeen, who Iiad never till this journey 
been beyond the precincts of Delhi, was proceeding 
most learnedly to show that he knew nothing whatever 
about the matter, when one of the Ladies suggested 
tliat perhaps Feramorz could satisfy their curiosity. 
They were now approaching his native mountains, and 
this !x>wer might perhaps be a relic of some of those 
dark superstitions, which hod prevailed in thi^ country 
before the light of Islam dawned upon it The Cham- 
berlain, who usually preferred his own ignorance to the 
best knowledge that any one else could give him, was 
by no means pleased with this officious reference ; and 
the Princess, too, was about to interpose a faint word 
of objection, but, before either of them could speak, a 
•lave was dispatched for Feramorz, who, in a very few 
minutes, made his appearance before them — looking 
so pale and unhappy in Lalla Rookh's eyes, that she 
repented already of her cruelty in havmg so long 
excluded him. 

That venerable tower, he told them, was the remains 
of an ancient Fire-Temple, built by those Gbebers or 
Persians of the old religion, who, many hundred years 
since, had fled hither from their Arab conquerors, pre* 
ferring liberty and their altars in a foreign land to the 
alternative of apostacy or persecution in their own. It 
was impossible, he added, not to feel interested in the 
many glorious but unsuccessful struggles, which had 
oeon made by these original natives of Persia to cast 
off the yoke of their bigoted conquerors. Like their 
own Fire in the Burning Field at Bakou, when sup- 
pressed in one place, they had but broken out with fresh 
flame in another ; and, as a native of Cashmere, of that 
fair and Holy Valley, which had in the same manner 
became the prey of strangers, and seen her ancient 
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•hrines and native princes swept away before the maidi 
of her uitolerant invaders, he felt a sympathy, he owned, 
with the sufferings of the persecuted Ghebers, which 
every monument like this before them but tended more 
powerfully to awoken. 

It was the first time that Feramorz had ever v^tured 
3pon so mush pnse before Fadladcen, and it may easily 
be conceived what effect such prose as this must have 
produced upon that most orthodox and most pagan- 
hating personage. He sat for some nanutes aghast, 
ejaculating only at intervals, " Bigoted conquerors ! — 
■jrmpathy with Fire-worshippers ! " — while Feramorz, 
happy to take advantage of this almost speechless hor- 
ror of the Chamberlain, proceeded to say that he knew 
a melancholy story, connected with the events of one 
of those struggles of the brave Fire-worshippers against 
their Arab masters, which, if the evening was not too 
for advanced, he should have much pleasure in being 
allowed to relate to the Princess. It was impossible 
for Lalla Rookh to refuse ; — he had never before 
looked half so animated ; and when he spoke of the 
Holy Valley his eyes had sparkled, she thought, like 
the talismanic characters on the cimeter of Solomon. 
Her consent was therefore most readily granted ; and 
while Fadladeen sat in unspeakable dismay, expecting 
treason and abomination in every line, the poet ihuf 
began hiff story of the Fire-wcHrshipperB : <^ 
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THE FIRE-WORSHIPPERa 

T IS moonlight over Oman's Sea ; 

Her bank« of pearl and palmy isles 
Bask in the night-beam beauteously, 

And her blue waters sleep in smiles. 
T is moonlight in Harmozia's walls, 
And through her Emir's porphjrry halls, 
\^here, some hours since, was heard the swel 
Of trumpet and the clash of zel 
Bidding the bri^it-eyed sun farewell ; — 
The peaceful sun, whom better suits 

The music of the bulbul's nest, 
Or the light touch of lovers' lutes, 

To sing him to his golden rest 
All hush'd — there 's ix>t a breeze in motion ; 
The shore is silent as the ocean. 
If zephyrs come, so light they come. 

Nor leaf is stirr'd nor wave is driven; 
The wind-tower on the Emir's dome 

Can hardly win a breath from heaven. 

Ev'n he, that tyrant Arab, sleeps 
Calm, while a nation round him weeps ; 
While curses load the air he breathes, 
And falchions from unnumber'd sheaths 
Are starting to avenge the shame 
His race hath brought on Iran's nama 
Hard, heartless Chief, unmoved alike 
Mid eyes that weep, and swords that Striko ; — 
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One of that saintly , muTd'rouH brood, 

To camagB and die Koran ^v^ 
Who til ink t^iroug-h unbelievera' blood 

Lifls thcsir directcst patli to heav'n ? — 
One, who will pause and kneel unshod 

In the wajin blood hia hand halli pour'd, 
To mutter o'er some text of God 

Engraven on his recking sword \ -^ 
Nay^ who can coolly note the line, 
The letter of those words divine. 
To which his blade^ with searching art, 
U&d sunk into its victim's heart ! 

Jrst Alia I what must he thy loolt, 

When such- a wretch before thee stands 
Dnblushingj with thy Sacred Book, — ► 

Turning the leuvfm with biood-stainM handa, 
And wresting- from its page sublime 
Hia creed of lust^ and hale^ and crime ; — 
Ev'n as tijose befia of Trebi^ond, 

Which, from the Bunniesl flowers that glad 
With their pure amOe the gardens round. 

Draw venom forth that drives tnep inad. 



Never did fierce Arabia send 

A saimp forth morti diroly great; 
Never was Iran doom'd to bend 

Beneath a yoke of deadlier weight 
Iler throne had falPn — her pride was cnishM - 
Her sons were willing slaves, nor bluahM, 
In their own knd^ — no more their own, — 
To crouch beneatli a stranger's throne. 
Her towers, where Mithra once liad bum*d, 
To Moslem ahrines — oh shame ! — were turn'dj 
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Where slaves, conveited by the swmrd, 

Their mean, apostate worship pour'd, 

And cursed the faith their sires adored 

Yet has she hearts, mid all this ilL 

O'er all this wreck high buoyant still 

With hope and v^igeance ; — hearts that yet — 

Like gems, in darkness, issuing rays 
They Ve treasured from the sun that's set, — 

Beam all the light of long-lost dajis ! 
And swords she haih, nor weak nor slow 

To second all such hearts can dare ; 
As he shall know, well, dearly know. 

Who sleeps in moonlight lux'ry there, 
Tranquil as if his spirit lay 
Becalm'd ir Heav'n's ap[Nrovhig ray. 
Sleep on — for purer eyes than thine 
Those waves are hush'd, those planets shme, 
Sleep on, and be thy rest unmoved 

By the white moonbeam's dazzing power ; — < 
None but the loving and the loved 

Should be awake at this sweet hour. 



And see i— where, high above those rocks- 

That o'er the deep their shadows fling. 
Yon turret stands ; — where ebon locks, 
As glossy as a heron's wing 
Upon the turban of a king, 
Hang from the lattice, long and wild, — 
'T is she, that Emir's blooming child. 
All truth, and tenderness, and grace, 
Though bom of such ungentle race ; — > 
An image of Youth's radiant Fountain 
Spiinging in a desolate mountain ! 



191 LAJil^A ROOKB. 

Oh what a pure and flacred thing 

Is Beauty curtain'd from the eigbt 
Of the gross world, illumining 

One only mansion with her light I 
Unseen by man's disturbing eye, — 

The flow*r that blooms beneath the am^ 
Ton deep for sunbeams, doth not lie 

Hid in most chaste obscurity. 
So, Hinda, have thy face and mind, 
Like holy myst'ries, lain enshrined. 
And oh, what transport for a lover 

To lift the veil that shades them o'er . -* 
Like those who, all at once, discover 

In the lone deep some fairy shore, 

Where mortal never trod before, 
And sleep and wake in scented ain 
No lip had ever breathed but theirs. 



Beautiful are the maids that glide, 

On summer-eves, through Yemen's dalei^ 
And bright the glancing looks they hide 

Behind their litters' roseate veils $ 
And brides, as delicate and fair 
As the white jasmine flow'rs they wetr. 
Hath Yemen and her blissful clime, 

Who, lull'd in cool kiosk or bow'r, 
Before their mirrors count the time, 

And grow still lovelier ev'ry hour. 
But never yet hath bride or maid 

In Araby's gay Haram smiled. 
Whoso boasted brightness would not fadfl 

Fftfore Al Hassan's blooming cluld. 
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Light as the angel shapes that bless 
An infant's dream, yet not the less 
Rich in all woman's loveliness ; — 
With eyes so pure, that from their ray 
Dark Vice would turn abash'd away, 
Blinded like serpents, when they gaze 
Upon the em'rald's virgin blaze; — 
Yet fiird with all youth's sweet desires. 
Mingling the meek and vestal fires 
Of other worlds with all the bliss, 
The fond, weak tenderness of this : 
A soul, too, more than half divine, 

Where, through some shades of earthly feelings 
Religion's soflen'd glories shine, 

Like light through summer foliage stealing, 
Shedding a glow of such mild hue, 
So warm and yet so shadowy too. 
As makes the very darkness there 
More beautiful than light elsewhere 

Such is the maid who, at this hour, 

Hath risen from her restless sleep, 
And sitB alone in that high bow'r. 

Watching the still and shining deep. 
Ah ! 't was not thus — with tearful eyes 

And beating heart, — she used to gaze 
On the magnificent earth and skies. 

In her own land, ip happier days. 
Why looks she now so anxious down 
Among those rocks, whose rugged trown 

Blackens the mirror of the deep ? 
Whom waitB she all this lonely night ? 

Too rough the rocks, too bold the steep. 
For man to scale that turret's height ! - 
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So deem'd at least her thong^Iitfiil «ire^ 

When high to catcli the cool nightrair 
Afler tJie d!Ly-beam*e withering fir^. 

He built her bow^t of freshness there;, 
And had it JeckM with costliest skjl. 

And fundi y^ ihoug^ht it setfc ns fiiir r ^ ' 
Think, reverend dreamer 1 think so still. 

Nor wnke to learn what hove can dare s -•^ 
Love, all-defying Ijovo, who Been 
No charm in trophies won with ease ; — 
Whose rarest, dearest fruits of bliss 
Are plnok'd on Danger's precipice 1 
Bolder than they, who dare not dive 

For pearls but when the sea's at rest, 
Love, in tlie tempest moat aUve, 

Hath ever held that pearl the beat 
He finds beneath the stomnest water. 

Yes — Araby's unrivallM daughter, 
Though high that towV, that rock- way mde^ 

Tiiere *s one, who but to kiss thy cheek, 
Would climb th' untrodden solitude 

Of Ararat^a tremendous peak, 
And think its steeps, though dark and dr^Oftii, 
Heav^^n's pathways, if to thee they led 1 
Ev*n now thou seest the flashing spray, 
That lights his oar's impatient way ^ 
Ev*n now thou bearcat the sudden shock 
Of hia swift bark against the rock. 
And stretch est down tJiy arms of anow^, 
As if to lift him from below ! 
Like her to whom, at dead of night. 
The bridegroom, witii hia locks of hght^ 
Came, in the fluah of love and pride. 
And scaled the terrace of hia bride;- 
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When, as she saw him rashly spring, 
. And midway up in danger cling, 
She flung him down her long block hair, 
Exclaiming, breathless, ^ There, love, there ! * 
And scarce did manlier nerve uphold 

The hero Zal in that fond hour, 
Than wings the youth who, fleet and bold, 

Now climbs the rocks to Hinda's bower. 
See — light as up their granite steeps 

The rock-goats of Arabia clamber. 
Fearless from crag to crag he leaps, 

And now is in the maiden's chamber. 



She loves — but knows not whom she loves, 

Nor what his race, nor whence he came ; «- 
Like one who meets, in Indian groves. 

Some beauteous bird without a name, 
Brought by the last ambrosial breeze, 
From isles in th' undiscovered seas, 
To show his plumage for a day 
To wond'ring eyes, and wing away! 
Will he thus fly — her nameless lover? 

Alia forbid ! 't was by a moon 
As fair as this, wh'de singing over 

Some ditty to her soft Kanoon, 
Alone, at this same witching hour. 

She first beheld his radiant eyes 
Gleam through the lattice of the bowV, 

Where nightly now they mix their sigha* 
And thought some spirit of the air 
(For what could waft a mortal there ?) 
Was pausing on his moonlight wav 
To listen to her lonely lay < 



f 



198 ImAJ^LA &OOKH. 

This fancy ne'er hath left her mind . I 

And — thoug^h, when terror's swoon lad pass'di i 

She saw a youth, of mortal kind, 

Before her in obeisance cast, ^ 
Yet often since, when he hath spoken 
Strange, awful words, — and gleams have broken 
From his dark eye, too bright to bear. 

Oh ! she hath fear'd her soul was givn 
To some unhallow'd child of air, 
Some erring Spirit cast from heav'n, 
Like those angelic youths of old, 
Who bum'd for maids of mortal mould, 
Bewilder'd left the glorious skies. 
And lost their heav'n for woman's eyes. 
Fond girl ! nor fiend nor angel he 
Who woos thy young simplicity ; 
But one of earth's impassion'd sons. 

As wann in love, as fierce in ire. 
As the best heart whose current runs 

Full of the Day God's living fire. 

But quench'd to>night that ardor seems, 

And pale his cheek, and sunk his brow ; — 
Never before, but in her dreams. 

Had she beheld him pale as now : 
Aud those were dreams of troubled sleep, 
From which 't was joy to wake and weep , 
Visions that will not be forgot. 

But sadden every waking scene, 
Like warning ghosts, that leave the spot 

All wither'd where they once have been» 

^How sweetly," said the trembling maid, 
Of her own gentle voice afraid* 
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i:3o Jong had they in silenci b ood, 

Looking upon that tranquil Hood — 

<* Hotr sweetly does the moonbeam smile 

To-night upon yon leafy isle ! 

Oft, in my fancy's wanderings, 

I Ve wish'd that little isle had wings, 

And we, within its fairy bow'rs. 

Were walled off to seas unknown, 
Where not a pulse should beat but ours. 

And we might live, love, die alone ! 
Par from the cruel and the cold, — 

Where the bright eyes of angels only 
Should come around us, to behold 

A paradise so pure and lonely. 



"Would this be world enough for thee?**-* 
Playfully she turn'd, that he might see 

The passing smile her cheek put on ; 
But when she mark'd how mournfully 

Ilis eyes met hers, that smile was gone ; 
And, bursting into heartfelt tears, 
" Yes, yes," she cried, " my hourly fears, 
My dreams have boded all too right — 
We part — for ever part — to-night ! 
I knew, I knew it could not last — 
T was bright, 't was heav'nly, but 't is past 
Oh ! ever thus, from childhood's hour, 

I 've seen my fondest hopes decay ; 
I never loved a tree or flow'r. 

But 't was the first to fade away. 
I never mirsed a dear gazelle. 

To glad me with its soft black eye, 
But when it came to know me well. 

And love me, it was sure to die! 
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Now too — the joy most like divine 

Of all I ever dreamt or knew, 
To see thee, hear thee, call thee mine, • - 

Oh misery ! must I lose that too ? 
Yet go — on peril's brink we meet ; — 

Those frightful rocks — that treach*iouB wft • 
No, nevrr come again — though sweet, 

Though heav'n, it may be death to thee. 
Farewell — and blessings on thy way, 

Where'er thou goest, beloved stranger ! 
Better to sit and watch that ray, 
And tliink thee safe, though far away, 

Than have thee near me, and in danger! * 

•* Danger ! oh, tempt me not to boast " — 
The youth exclaim'd — ** thou little know'st 
What he can brave, who, born and nursed 
In Danger's paths, has dared her worst; 
Upon whose ear the signal-word 

Of strife and death is hourly breaking , 
Who sleeps with head upon the sword 

His fever'd hand must grasp in waking. 
Danger! — " 

" Say on — thou fear'st not thci^ 
And we may meet — ofl meet again ? " 

^ Oh ! look not so — beneath the skiei 
I now fear nothing but those eyes. 
If aught on earth could charm or force 
My spirit from its destined course, — 
If aught could make this soul forget 
The bond to which its seal is set, 
T would be those eyes ; — they, oi iy thej^ 
Could melt that sacred >)aJ away ! 
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But no — \ i J fixed — fny awful doom 

Ib fix*d — on this side of the tomb 

We meet no more ; — why, why did Heav^ 

Mingle two souls that earth has riv'n, 

Has rent asunder wide as ours ? 

Oh, Arab moid, as soon the Powers 

Of Light and Darkness may combine, 

As I be linked with tliee or thine ! 

Thy Father " 

"Holy Alia save 

His gray head from that lightning glance 
Thou know'st him not — he loves the brave ; 

Nor lives tliere under Heav'ns expanse 
One who would prize, would worship thee 
And thy bold spirit, more than he. 
Oft when, in childhood, I have play'd 

With the bright falchion by his side, 
I Ve heard him swear his lisping maid 

In time should be a warrior's bride. 
And still, whene'er at Haram hours, 
I take him cool sherbets and fiow'rs. 
He tells me, when in playful mood, 

A hero shall my bridegroom be. 
Since m-iids are best in battle woo'cl, 

And won with shouta of victory I 
Nay, turn not from me — thou alone 
Art fomVd to make both hearts thy own. 
Go — join his sacred ranks — thou kno'rr'st 

Th' unholy strife these Persians wage : ^ 
Good Heav'n, that frown — even now thou gloif*l9 

With more than mortal warrior's rage. 
Haste to the camp by morning's lighf, 
And, vrlten that sword is raised in fight, 
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Oh sUl remember, Love and I 
Beneath its shadow trembling lie I 
One vict'ry o'er those Slaves of F»e, 
Those impious Ghebeis, whom my sire 
Abhors >» 

"Hold, hold— thy words are death —* 

llie stranger cried, as wild he flung 
His mantle back, and show'd beneath 

l^he Gheber belt that round him clung. — 
" Here, maiden, look — weep — blush to see 
All that thy sire abhors, in me ! 
Yes — i am of that impious race. 

Those Slaves of Fire who, mom and even^ 
Hail their Creator's dwelling-place 

Among the living lights of heaven: 
Yes — / am of that outcast few, 
To Iran and to vengeance true, 
Who curse the hour your Arab's came 
To desolate our shrines of flame. 
And swear, before God's burning eye, 
To break our country's chains, or die ! 
Thy bigot sire, — nay, tremble not, — 

He who gave birth to those dear eyes, 
With me is sacred as the spot 

From which our fires of worship rise ! 
But know — 't was he I sought that night, 

When, from my watch-boat on the pea, 
I caught this turret's glimm'ring light, 

And up the rude rocks desp'rately 
Rush'd to my prey — thou know'st the rest'-* 
I climb'd the gory vulture's nest. 
And found a trembling dove within ; — 
Thine, thine the victory — thine the sin 
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If Lore hath made one thought his own. 
That Vengfeanoe claims firat — last — alone ! 
Oh ! had we never, never met, 
Or could thk beait ev'n now finrget 
How link'd, how bless'd we might have 
Had fate not firown'd bo dark between ! 
Uadst thou he&k bom a Persian maid, 

In neighboring valleys had we dwelt, 
Through the same fields in childhood play'd, 

At the same kindling altar knelt, — 
Then, then, while all those nameless ties. 
In which th^ chann of Country lies. 
Had round our hearts been hourly spun» 
Till Iran's cause and thine were one ; 
While in thy lute's awak'ning sigh 
I heard the voice of days gone by. 
And sawj in every smile of thine, 
Returning hours of gloiy shine ; > 
While the wroog'd Spirit of our Land 

Lived, look'd, and spoke her wrongs through thee^ 
God ! who could then this sword withstand ? 

Its very flash were victory ! 
But now ^~ estranged, divorced for ever. 
Far as the grasp of Fate can sever; 
Our only ties what love has wove, — 

In fsutb, friends, country, sunder'd wide } 
And then, then only, true to love. 

When false to all that 's dear beside 
Thy father Iran's deadliest foe— 
Thyself perhaps, ev'n now — but no — 
Hate never look'd so lovely yet ! 

No — saered to thy soul will be 
The land of him who could foi^^ 

All but that bleeding land for thee. 
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When other eyes shall see, unmoTed, 

Ilei nridoitrs mourn, her warriors fiill, 
Thou*lt think how well one Gheber loved^ 

And for his sake thou 'It weep for all I 

But look » 

With sudden start he tiiin*d 

And pointed to the distant wave, 
Where lights, like chamel meteors, bum'd 

Bluely, as o'er some seaman's grave* 
And fiery darts, at intervals, 

Flew up all sparkling from the main, 
As if each star that nightly falls, 

Were shooting back to heav'n again. 

" My signal lights — I must away — 

Both, both are ruin'd, if I stay. 

Farewell — sweet life I thou cling'st in vam- 

Now, Vengeance, I am thine again! " 

Fiercely he broke away, nor stopp'd. 

Nor look'd — but from the lattice droppM 

Down mid the pointed crags beneath, 

As if he fled from love to death. 

While pale and mute young Hinda stood, 

Nor moved, till in the silent flood 

A momentary plunge below 

Startled her from her trance of woe ;— 

Shrieking she to the lattice flew, 

** I come — I come — if in that tide 
Thou sleep'st to-night, 1 11 sleep there teo^ 

In death's cold wedlock, by thy side. 
Oh! I would ask no happier bed 

Than the chill wave my love lies under 
Sweeter to rest together dead^ 

Far sweeter, than to live asunder!" 
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But no — their hour is not jet come •— 

Again she sees his pinnsce fly, 
Wafling him sweetly to his home, 

Where'er that ill-starr'd home may lie ; 
And calm and smooth it seem'd to win 

Its moonlight way before the wind. 
As if it bore all peace within. 

Nor \eft one breaking heart behindl 
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fHk Princess, whose heart was sad enough already 
eould have wished that Feram(Mz had chosen a less 
melancholy story ; as it is only to the happy that tears 
are a luxury. Her Ladies, however, were by no means 
sorry that love was once more the Poet's theme ; for, 
whenever he spoke of love, they said, his voice was as 
sweet as if he had chewed the leaves of that enchanted 
tree which grows over the tomb of the musician, Tan 
Sein. 

Their road all the morning had lain througn a very 
dreary country ; — through valleys, covered with a low, 
bushy jungle, where, in more than one place, the awful 
signal of the bamboo-staff, with the white flag at its 
top, reminded the traveller that, in that very spot, the 
tiger had made some human creature his victim. It 
was, therefore, with much pleasure that they arrived at 
sunset in a safe and lovely glen, and encamped under 
one of those holy trees, whose smooth columns and 
spreading roofs seem to desUne them for natural tem 
pies of religion. Beneath this spacious shade, some 
pious hands had erected a row of pillars ornamented 
with the most beautiful porcelain, which now supplied 
the use of mirrors to the young maidens, as they adJHsted 
their hair in descending from the palankeens. Here, 
while, as usual, the Princess sat listening anxiously 
with Fadladeen in one of his loftiest moods of criticism 
by her side, the young Poet, leaning against a branch 
if the tree, thus continued his stoiy * > - 
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Thk mom hath risen clear and calm, 

And o*er the Green Sea. palely shioeiy 
Revealing Bahrein's groves of palm, 

And lighting Kishma's amber vines, 
Fresh smell the shores of Araby, 
While breezes from the Indian Sea 
Blow round Selama's sainted cape, 

And curl the shining flood beneath, «- 
Whose waves are rich with many a grape, 

And cocoa-nut and flow'ry wreath, 
Which pious seamen, as tliey pass'd, 
llad tow'rd that holy headland cast — 
Oblations to the Genii there 
For gentle skies and breezes &ir ! 
The nightingale now bends her flight 
From tlie high trees, where all the night 

She sung so sweet, with none to listen ; 
And hides her from the morning star 

Where thickets of pomegranate glisten 
In tlic clear dawn, — bespangled o'er 

With dew, whose night-drops would not stain 
The best and brightest cimeter 
That ever youtliful Sultan wore 

On the first morning of his reign. 



And see — the Sun himself! — on wings 
Of glory up the East he springs. 
Angel of Light! who from the time 
Those heavens began tiieir march sublime^ 
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Hath first of all the starry choir 
Trod in his Maker's steps of fire ! 

Where are the days, thou wondrous sphen^ 
When Iran, like a sun-flow'r turn'd 
To meet that eye where'er it bum'd ' — 

When, from the banks of Bendemeer 
To the nut-groves of Samarcand, 
Thy temples flamed o'er all the land ? 
Where aro they ? ask the shades of them 

Who on Cadessia's bloody plains, 
Saw fierce invaders pluck the gem 
From Iran's broken diadem. 

And bind her ancient faith in chains : - 
Ask the poor exile, cast alone 
On foreign shores, unloved, unknown, 
Beyond the Caspian's Iron Gates, 

Or on the snowy Mossian mountains, 
Far from his beauteous land of dates. 

Her jasmine bow'rs and sunny fountaiiw. 
Yet hapi»er so than if he trod 
His own beloved, but blighted, sod. 
Beneath a despot stranger's nod ! — 
Oh, he would rather houseless roam 

Where Freedom and his God may lead, 
Than be the sleekest slaVe at home 

That crouches to the conqu'ror^s creed! 

Is Iran's pride then gone forever, 
Quench'd with the fiame in Mithra*^ caves ? - 

No — she has sons, that never — never — 
Will stoop to be the Moslem's slaves, 
While heav'n has light or earth has graves;- 

Spirits of fire, that brood not long. 

But flash resentment back for wrong : 
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And hearts where, alow but deep, the 
Of Tcngeance ripen into deeds, 
Till, in some treach'rcms hour of calm, 
They burst, like Zeilnn's giant palm. 
Whose buds fly open with a sound 
That shakes the pigmy forests round ! 



Yes, Emir ! he, who sealed that to%v*r, 

And, had he reached thy slumb'rinjQr breast. 
Had 'taught thee, in a Grhebei's powV 

How safe ev'n tyrant heads may lest -^ 
Is one of many, brave as he, 
Whp loathe thy haughty race and thee ; 
Who, though they know the strife is vain, 
Who, though they know the riven chain 
Snaps but to enter in the heart 
Of him who rends its links apart, 
Yet dare the issue, — bless'd to be 
£v'n for one bleeding moment free, 
And die in pangs of liberty ! 
Thou know'st them well — 'tis some moons 

Thy turban'd troops and blood-red flagq, 
Thou satrap of a bigot Prince, 

Have swarmM among these Green Sea crags ; 
Yet here, ev'n here a sacred band 
Ay, in the portal of that land 
Thou, Arab, dar'st to call thy own, 
Their speais across thy path have thrown ; 
Here —-ere the winds half wing'd thee o^er — 
Rebellion braved thee from the shore. 
Rebellion ! foul, dishonoring word, 

Whose wrongful blight so oft hath stainM 
The holiest cause that tongue or sword 

Of mortal ever lost or gain'd. 
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How nany a* spirit, bom to bless, 

Hath sunk beneath that with'ring nanri^ 
Whom but a day's, an hour's succeaSy 

Had wafted to eternal fame ! 
As exhalations, when they burst 
From the warm earth, if chill'd at finti 
If checkM in soaring* from the plain, 
Darken to fogs and sink again ; — 
But, if they once triumphant spread 
Their wings above the mountain-head. 
Become enthroned in upper air, 
And turn to sun-bright glories there ( 

And who is he, that wields the might 

Of Freedom on the Green Sea brink, 
Before whose sabre's dazzling light 

The eyes of Yemen's warriors wink ? 
Wlio comes, embower'd in the spears 
Of Kerman's hardy mountaineers ? - 
Those mountaineers that truest, last, 

Cling to their country's ancient rites, 
As if tliat God, whose eyelids cast 
- Their closing gleam on Iran's heights, 
Among her snowy mountains threw 
The last light of his worship too ! 

^ is Hafed — name of fear, whose souw 
Chills iike the muttering of a charm I - 

Shout but that awful name around. 
And palsy shakes the manliAHt arm. 

1' is Hafed, most accursed and dire 

(So rank'd by Moslem hate and ire) 

Of all the rebel Sons of Fiie ; 
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Of whoie malign, trenendous power 
The Arabs, at their raid-watch hoiuv 
Such tales of fearfUl wonder telU 
That eadi affrighted sentinel 
Pulls down his cowl upon his eyes, 
Lest Hafed in the midst should rue * 
A man, they say, of monstrous birtn, 
A mingled race of flame and earth, 
Sprung from those old, enchanted kmgii 

Who in their fairy helms, of yore, 
A feather from the mystic wings 

Of the Simoorgh resistless wore ; 
And gifted by the Fiends of Fire, 
Who groanM to see their shrines expfaw, 
With chaims that, all in vain withstood 
Would cbrown the Koran's light in blood ' 



Such were the tales, that won belief. 

And such the coloring Fancy gave 
To a you. ^'. warm, and dauntless Chief^" 

One who, .10 more than mortal biava, 
Fought for the land his soul adored, 

For happy homes and altars free. 
His only talisman, the sword, 

His only spell- word, Liberty I 
, One of that ancient hero -line. 
Along whose glorious current shine 
Names, that have sanctified their blood 
As Lebanon's small mountain-flooi 
Is render'd holy by the ranks 
Of sainted cedars on its banbk 
T was not for him to crouch the kne^ 
Tamely to Moslem ^rranny ; 



T was not for him, whose soul was cail 
In the bright mould of ages past, 
Whose melancholy spirit, fed 
With all the glories of the dead, 
Thcugh framed for Iran's happiest yeai% 
Was bom among her chains and tears ! -^ 
T was not for him to swell the<crowd 
Of slavish heads, that shrinking bow'd 
Before the Moslem, as he pass'd, 
Like shrubs beneath the poison-blast— 
No — far he tied — indignant fled 

The pageant of his country's shame; 
While every tear her children shed 

Fell on his sou^ tike drops of flame ; 
And, as a love^ mils the dawn 

Of a first imile, so welcomed he 
The sparkle of the first sword drawn 
^ ♦. For vengeance and for liberty ! 



But vain was valor— vain the flow'r 
Of Kerman, in that deathful hour. 
Against Al Hassan's whelming power,— 
In vain they met him, helm to helm, 
Upon the threshold of that realm 
He came in bigot pomp to sway, 
And with their corpses block'd his way— 
In vain — for every lance they raised. 
Thousands around the conqueror bhuoed * 
For every arm that lined their shore, 
Myriads of slaves were wailed o'er,^ 
A bloody, bold, and countless crowd. 
Before whose swarm as fast they bow'd 
As dates beneath the locust cloud. 



Tliere stood — but one short lea^^e aw«j 
From old Harmozia's sultiy bay ^ 
A rocky mountain, o^er the Sea 
Of Oman beetling awfully ; 
A last and solitary link 

Of those stupendous chains that reach 
From tb 3 broad Caspian's reedy brink 

Down winding to the Green Sea beach. 
Around its base the bare rocks stood. 
Like naked giants, in the floodf> 

As if to guard the Gulf across ; 
While, on its peak, that braved the sky, 
A ruin'd Temple tower'd, so high 

That ofl the sleeping »)lbatross 
Struck the wild ruins .nth her wing, 
And from her cloud-rock'd slumbering 
S jarted — to find man's dwelling there 
In her own silent fields of air ! 
Beneath, terrific caverns gave 
Dark welcome to each stormy wave 
That dash'd, like midnight revellers, in,-* 
And such the strange, mysterious din 
At times throughout those caverns roll'dy-^ 
Ani such the fearful wo'hders told 
Of restless sprites imprisonM thero. 
That bold were Moslem, who would dan^ 
At twilight hour, to steer his skiff 
Beneath the Gheber's lonely cli£ 



On the land side, those towls sublime, 
That seem'd above the grasp of Time, 
Wero sever'd from the haunts of j 
By a wide, deep, and wizard glen. 
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So fttboralett, so ftill of gloom, 

No eye could fMerce the void between 
It scemM a place where Gholes migiit come 
With their foul banquets from the toibb, 

Ard in its caverns feed unseen. 
Ijike distant thunder, from below,. 

The sound of many torrents came, 
Too deep for eye or ear to know 
If \ were the sea^ imprison'd flow, 

Or floods of ever-restless flame. 
For, each ravine, each rocky spire 
Of that vast mountain stood on flre ; 
And, though for ever past the days 
When God was worshipped in the blaas 
That from its lofty altar shone, — 
Though fled the priests, the votVies gone, 
Still did the mighty flame bum on. 
Through chance and change, through good and iH 
Like its own God's eternal will. 
Deep, constant, bright, unquenchable ! 

Thither the vanquish'd Hafed led 

His little army's last remains ;-^ 
<* Welcome, terrific glen ! " he said, 
'^ Thy gloom, that Eblis' self might dread. 

Is Heav*n to him who flies from chains ! " 
O'er a dark, narrow bridgeway, known 
To him and to his Chiefs alone, 
They cross'd the chasm and gain'd the tow'rs, — 
" This home," he cried, " at least is ours — 
Here we may bleed, unmock'd by hymns 

Of Moslem triumph o'er our head ; 
Here we may fall, nor leave our limbs 

To quiver to the Moslem's tread. 
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StreichM on thia rock, while vulture's beakt «» 

Are whetted on your yet warm cheekOi 

Here — happy that no tyrant's eye 

Gloats on our torments — we may die ! ** -* 

T was night when to those towers they i 

And gloomily the fitful flame, 

That from the ruin'd altar broke. 

Glared on his features, as he spoke : — 

** T is o'er — what men could do, we "ve i 

If Iran will look tamely on. 

And see her priests, her warriors driv*!! 

Before a sensual bigot's nod, . 
A wretch who shrines his lust in heav'n, 

And makes a pander of his God ; 
If her proud sons, her high-bom souls, 

Sfen, in whose veins — oh last disgneef 
The blood of Zal and Rustani rolls,— 

If they iifiU court this upstart race, 
And turn from Mitlira's ancient ray, 
To kneel at shrines of yestcrdajr ; 
If they will crouch to Iran's foes. 

Why, let them — till the land's despair 
Cries out to Heav'n, and bondage grows 

Too vile for ev'n the vile to bear ! 
Till- shame at last, long hidden, bums 
Their inmost core, and conscience turm 
Each coward tear the slave lets fall 
Back on his heart in drops of galL 
But here^ at least, are arms unchain'd. 
And souls that thraldom never stain'd ;— 

This spot, at least, no foot of slave 
Or satrap ever yet profaned ; 

And though but few — - though ftst the 
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Of life is ebbing from our reine, 
£nough for vengeance still remains 
As panthers, after set of sun, 
Rush from the roots of Lebanon 
Across the dark sea-robbers way, 
We 11 bound upon ur startled prey ; 
And when some hearts that proudest swell 
Have felt our falchion's last farewell 
When Hope's expiring throb is o'er, 
And ev*n Despair can prompt no more, 
This spot shall be the sacred grave 
Of the last few who, vainly brave, 
Die for the land they cannot save ! ^ 

His Chiefs stood round — each shining blads 
Upon the broken altar laid — 
And though so wild and desolate 
Those courts, where once the Mighty sate ; 
Nor longer on those mould'ring tow'rs 
Was seen the feast of fruit and flow'r% 
With which of old the Magi fed 
The wand'ring Spirits of their dead ; 
Though neither priest nor rites were there^ 

Nor charmed leaf of pure pomegranate 
Nor hymn, nor censer's fragrant air, 

Nor symbol of their worshipp'd planet 
Yet the same God that heard their sirei 
Heard them, while on that altar's fires 
^ They swore the latest, holiest deed 

Of the few hearts, still left to bleed^ 
Should be, in Iran's injured name. 
To die upon that Mount of Flame — 
The last of all her patriot line, 
Before her last untrampled Shrine ! 
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Brave, siiirringf souls ! they little knew 
How many a tear their injuries drew 
From cne meek maid, one ^ntle foe, 
Whom love first touch'd with others' woe — 
Whose life, as free from thought as sii^ 
Slept like a lake, till Love threw in 
His talisman, and woke the tide. 
And spread its trembling circles wide. 
Once, Emir ! thy unheeding child, 
Mid all this havoc, Moom'd and smiled, — 
Tranquil as on some battle-plain 

The Persian lily shines and tow'rs, 
Before the combat's redd'ning stain 

Hath fall'n upon her golden Aow'tb. 
Light-hearted maid, unawed, unmoved, 
While Heav'n but spared the sire she kyred* 
Once at thy evening tales of blood 
Unlist'ning and aloof she stood — 
And ofl, wheii thou hast paced along 

Thy Haram halls with furious heat, 
Hast thou not cursed her cheerful song, 

That came across thee, calm and sweet, 
Like lutes of angels, touch'd so near 
Hell's confineb, that the damn'd can hear i 



Par other feelings Love hath brought— 
Her soul all flame, her brow all saduesfl, 

She now has but the one dear thought. 
And thinks that o'er, almost to madness 

Ofl t ith her sinking heart recall 

His ^ ords — ** for my sake »weep for all ; • 

And b tterly, as day on day 
Of rebel carnage fast succeeds, 
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She weeps a lover snatchM awaj 

In ev^iy Gheber wretch that bleeda 
There 'b not a sabre meets her eye, 
, But with his life-blood seems to swim: 
Tliere 's not an arrow wings the sky, 

But fancy turns its point to him. 
No more she brings with footstep light 
Al Hassan's falchion for the fight ; 
And — had he lookM with clearer sight, 
Had not tlie mists, that ever rise 
From a foul spirit, dimm'd his eyes — 
He would have niark'd her shudd'ring framfl^ 
When from the field of blood he came. 
The falt'ring speech — the look estranged— 
Voice, step, and life, and beauty changed— 
He would have mark'd all this, and known 
Such change is wrought by Love alone \ 

Ah ! not the Love, that should have blessM 
So young, so innocent a breast ; 
Not the pure, open, prosp'rous Love, 
That, pledged on earth and sealM above, 
Grows in the world's approving eyes. 

In friendship's smile and home's careM, 
Collecting all the heart's sweet ties 

Into one knot of happiness ! 
No, Hinda, no, — thy fatal flame 
Is nursed in silence, sorrow, shame ; •* 

A passion, without hope or pleasure^ 
In thy soul's darkness buried deep. 

It lies like some ill-gotten treasure, —• 
Some idol, without shrine or narre, 
O'er which its pale-eyed vot'rie keop 
Unholy watch, while others sl< ep 
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Seven nights have darken'd Oman's Sea, 

Since last, beneath the moonlight lay, 
She saw his light oar rapidly 

Hurry her Gheber's bark away^ — 
And still she goes, at midnight hoar, 
To weep alone in that high bow'r, 
And watch, and look along the deep 
For him whose smiles first made her weep — 
But watching, weeping, all was vain, « 
She never saw his bark again. 
The owlet's solitary cry, 
The night-hawk, flitting darkly by, 

And ofl the hateful carrion bird, 
Heavily flapping his clogg'd wing, 
Which reek'd with that day's banqueting - 

Was all she saw, was all she heaid. 



T is the eighth mom — Al Hassan's brow 

Is brighten'd with unusual joy — 

What mighty mischief glads him now, 

Who never smiles but to destroy ? 

The sparkle upon Herkend's Sea, 

When toss'd at midnight furiously, 

Tells not of wreck and ruin nigh. 

More surely than that smiling eye ! 

*^ Up, daughter, up — the Kema's breath 

Has blown a blast would waken death. 

And yet thou sleep'st — up, child, and seo 

This blessed day for Heaven and me, 

A day more rich in Pagan blood 

Than ever flash'd o'er Oman's flood. 

Before another dawn shall shine. 

His head— heart— limbs— will all be mm 
13* 



This vety night his blood ehall steep 

Tlieae hands n.11 over ere I sleep 1 " — 

" liis blood ! " site faintly pcreuinM — her Diiod 

Still singling ojie from all mankind — 

<* Yes — spite of hia ravinea and to^v^is, 

Uafed^ my child, tliis niglit h otira- 

Thanks to all-conqu*ring treachery, 

Without whose aid the links accuraed^ 
That bind these inipiouH slaves^ would be 

Too Etrong^ for Allans eel f to buret ! 
That rebel fiend, whose blade hiis spread 
My paih with piles of Moslem dead, 
Whose baftlmg spells bad almost driv'n 
Back from tl^eir couree tlie Swords of Heav'n, 
This mght, with all hia band^ shall know 
Hijw deep an Arab^s steel can go, 
When God and Vengeunce speed the blow. 
And -— Prophet ! by that holy wreath 
Tijou wor'al on O hod's field of deatti, 
1 awoar, for evVy sob tliat parts 
In anguish front tliese heathen heartSi 
A g^m from Persia's plundered mines 
Shall glitter on thy l^hrine of Shhnesi 
But, ha! — sha sinks — that look so wHd — 
Those livid lips — my child^ my child^ 
This life of blood belita not thee, 
And thou must back to Araby, 

Ne'er had 1 risk'd thy timid sex 
In sconce that tnan hnnself might dread. 
Had I nut hopfd our evVy tread 

Would be on prostrate Persian neckfl — 
Cureed race, tJicy offer swords insiead I 
But cheer thee, maid, — tlie wind that now 
1« blowijig o^er thy feverL^h brow, 
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To-day ehall wail thee from the shore; 
And, ere a drop of this night's gore 
Have time to chill in yonder tow'rSy 
Thou 'It see thy own sweet Arab bow'rs ! " 



His bloody beast was all too tme 
There lurk'd one wretch among the few 
Whom Hafed's eagle eye could count 
Around him on that Fiery Mount, — 
One miscreant, who for gold betray'd 
The pathway through the valley's shade 
To those high tow'rs, where Freedom stood 
In her last hold of flame and blood. 
Left on the field last dreadful night, 
When, sallying from their Sacred height, 
The Ghebers fought hope's farewell fight, 
He lay — but died not with the brave ; 
That sun, which should have gilt his grave. 
Saw him a traitor and a slave ; — , 
And, while the few, who thence retum'd 
To their high rocky fortress, moumM 
For him among the matchless dead 
They left behind on glory's bed. 
He lived, and, in the face of mom, 
Laugh'd them, and Faith, and Heav'n to scorn 



Oh for a tongue to Curse the slave, 
Whose treason, like a deadly blight, 

Comes o'er the councils of the brave. 
And blasts them in their hour of might! 

May Life's unblessed cup for him 

Be drugg'd with treach'ries to the brim, — 
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With hopes, that but allure to fly, 

With joys, that vanish while he sips, 
Like Dead Sea fruits, that tempt the eye. 

But turn to ashes on the lips ! 
His country's curse, his children's shame. 
Outcast of virtue, peace, and fame, 
May. he, at last, with lips of flame 
On the parch'd desert thirsting die, — 
While lakes, that shone in mockery nigh. 
Are fading off, untouched, untasted, 
Like the once glorious hopes he olasted ! 
And, when from earth his spirit flies. 

Just Prophet, let the damn'd-one dwell 
Full in the sight of Paiadise, 

BehoidiJig heav'n, and feeling belli 



1.13 



Lalla Rookh had, the night before, been visited by 
ft dream which, in spite of the impending fat9 of ptxir 
Ilafed, made her heart more than usually cheerfuj 
durii:g the morning, and gave her cheeks all the 
freshened animation of a flower that the Bidmusk has 
just passed over. She fancied that she was sailing 
on that Eastern Ocean, where the sea-gipsies, who live 
for ever on the water, enjoy a perpetual summer in 
wandering from isle to isle, when she saw a small gilded 
bark approaching her. It was like one of those boats 
which the Maldivian islanders send adrifl, at the mercy 
of winds and waves, loaded with perfumes, flowers, and 
odoriferous wood, as an ofi*ering to the Spirit whom 
they call King of the Sea. At first, this little bark 
appeared to be empty, but, on coming nearer 

She had proceeded thus far in relating the dream to 
her Ladies, when Feramorz appeared at the door of the 
pavilion. In his presence, of course, every thing else 
was forgotten, and the continuance of the story was 
instantly requested by alL Fresh wood of aloes was 
set to bum in tlie cassolets ; — the violet sherbets were 
hastily handed round, and after a short prelude on his 
lute, in the pathetic measure of Nava, which is always 
nsed to express the lamentations of absent lovers, tht 
poet thus continued : — 
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TiTE day is low'ring — stilly black 
Sleeps the grim wave, while heaven's rack. 
Dispersed and wild, 'twixt earth and sky 
Hangs like a shattered canopy. 
There 's not a cloud in that blue plain 

But tells of storm to come or past ; — 
Here, flying loosely as the mane 

Of a young war-horse in the blast ; — 
There, roH'd in masses dark and swelling 
As proud to be the thunder's dwelling ! 
While some, already burst and riv'n, 
Seem melting down the verge of heaven ; 
As though the infant storm had rent 

The mighty womb that gave him biith. 
And, having swept the firmament, 

Was now in fierce career for earth. 

On earth 'twas yet all calm around, 
A pulseless silence, dread, profound, 
If ore awful than the tempest's sound. 
The diver steer'd for Ormus' bowers, 
And moor'd his skiff till calmer hours ; 
The sea-bird, with portentous screech. 
Flew fast to land ; — upon the beach 
The pilot ofl had paused, with glance 
Turn'd upward to that wild expanse ; — 
And all was boding, drear, and dark 
As her own soul, when Hinda's bark 
Went slowly from the Persian shore. — 
No music timed her parting oar. 
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Nor fiiende upon the len'ning stnad 

Lingered, to wave the uiween hand. 

Or speak the farewell, heard no more; — 

But lone, unheeded, from the bay 

The yessel takes its noumful way, 

Like some ill-destined bark that steers 

In silence through the Gate of Tears 



And where ^pui stem Al Hassan then? 
Could not that saintly scourge of men 
From bloodshed and devotion spai« 
One minute for a farewell there ? 
No — close within, in changeful fits 
Of cursing and of pray'r, he sits 
In savage loneliness to brood 
Upon the coming night of blood. ~-' 

With that keen, second-scent of deatih, 
By which the vulture snuffs his food 

In the still warm and living breath ! 
tVhile o'er the wave his weeping daughter 
Is wafted from these scenes of slaughter,- - 
As a young bird of Babylon, — 
Let loose to tell of vict'ry won. 
Flies home, with wing, flJi ! not unstainM 
By the red hands that held her chain'd. 



And does the long-left home she seeks 

Light up no gladness on her cheeks ? 

The flow'rs she nursed — the well-known grofMi 

Where oft in dreams her spirit roves ^ 

Once more to see her dear gaaelles 

Come bounding with their silver bells ; 
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Her binds' new plumage to beliold. 

And the gay, gleaming fiahee counti 
She left, all filleted with gold, 

Shooting aroimd their jasper fount 
Her little garden mosque to see, 

And once again, at erening houb 
To tell her ruby rosary 

In her own sweet acacia bowV. — 
Can these delights, that wait her now, 
Call up no sunshine on her brq|r ? 
No, — silent, from her train apazt, — 
As even now she felt at heart 
The chill of her approaching doom, - 
She sits, all lovely in her gloom 
As a pale Angel of the Grave ; 
As o'er the wide, tempestuous wave, 
Looks, with a shudder, to those tow'rs 
Where, in a few short awful hours. 
Blood, blood, in streaming tides shall run. 
Foul incense for to-morrow's sun ! 
" Where art thou, glorious stranger ! thou. 
So loved, so lost, where art thou now ? 
Foe — Gheber — infidel — whate'er 
Th' unhallow'd name thou 'rt doom'd to 
Still glorious — still to this fond heart 
Dear as its blood, whate'er thou arc i 
Yes — Alia, dreadful Alia ! yes — 
If there be wrong, be crime in this. 
Let the black waves that round us rolli 
Whelm me this instant, ero my soul, 
Forgetting faith — home — father ^- all «— 
Before its earthly idol fall. 
Nor worship ev'n Thyself above him-— 
For, oh, so wildly do I love him, 
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TLy Pandifle itMlf were dim 

And joyless, if not shared with him! ^ 

Her hands were ciosp'd -^ her eyes uptum'dy 

Dropping their tears like moonlight ram , 
And, though her Up, foitd r«rer ! bum'd 

With words of passion, bold, profane, 
Yet was there light around her brow, 

A holiness in those dark eyes, 
Which show'd, though wand'ring earthward now 

Her spirit's home was in the skies 
Yes — for a spirit pure as hers 
Is always pure, ev'n while it errs ; 
As sunshine, broken in the rill, 
Though tum'd astray, is sunshine still ! 
So wholly had her mind forgot 
All thoughts but one, she heeded not 
The rising storm — the wave that cast 
A moment's midnight, as it pass'd — 
Nor heard the frequent shout, the tread 
Of gathering tumult o'er her head — 
Clash'd swords, and tongues that seem'd to yvt 
With the rude riot of the sky. — 
But, hark ! — that war-whoop on the deck — 

That crash, as if each engine there. 
Mast, sails, and all, were gone to wreck, 

Mid yells and stampings of despair! 
Merciful Heaven ! what can it be ? 
^ is not the storm, though fearfully 
The ship has shudder'd as she rode 
O'er mountain-waves — " Forgive me, God ! 
Forgive me " — shriek'd the maid, and knelti 
Trembling all over — for she felt 
As if her judgment-hour wa» near ; 
While crouching round, half dead with tar, 
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Her handmaids clun^, nor ftveathea; nor stin'd^ 
When, hark ! — a second crash — a v'hird — 
And now, as if a bolt of thunde/^ 
Had riv'n the htboring planks asunder, 
The deck falls in — what horrors then ! 
BIixmI, waves, and tackle, swords and men 
Come mixM together through the chasm, — 
Some wretches in their dying spasm 
Still fighting on — and some that caD ' 
Tor God and Iran! " as they fall < 



Whose was the hand that tum'd away 
The perils of th* infuriate fray, 
And snatch'd her breathless from beneath 
This wilderment of wreck and death ? 
She knew not — for a faintness came 
Chill o'er her, and her sinking frame 
Amid the ruins of that hour 
Lay, like a pole and scorched flowV, 
Beneath the red volcano's shower. 
But, oh ! the sights and sounds of dread 
That shockM her ere her senses fled ! 
The yawning deck — the crowd that sticifv 
Upon the tott'ring planks above — 
The sail, whose fragments, shiv'ring o'er 
The stragglers' heads, all dash'd with gwe^ 
Flutter'd like bloody flags — the clash 
Of sabres, and the lightning's flash 
Upon their blades, high tossM about 
Like meteor brands — as if throughout 

The elements one fury ran, 
One gen'ral rage, that left a doubt 

Which was the fiercer, Heav'n or Man 
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Once too -^ biil no'-* it could not be — 

T was fkncy all — yet once she thought, 
While yet her fading eyes could see, 

High on the riiii'd deck #he cauffht 
A glimpse of that unearthly fonn. 

That glory of her soul, — even then. 
Amid the whirl of wreck and storm, 

Shining above his fellow-men. 
As, on some black and troublous night, 
The Star of Egjrpt, whose proud light 
Never hath beamM on those who rest 
In the White Islands of the West, 
Bums through the storm wit» looks of 
That put Heav'n's cloudier eyes to shame. 
But no — *t was but the minute's dream- - 
A fantasy — and ere the scream 
Had half-way passM her pallid lipe, 
A deathlike swoon, a chiU eclipse 
Of soul and sense its darkness spread 
Around her, and she sunk, as dead. 

How calm, how beautiful comes on 
The stilly hour, when storms are gone , 
W^lien warring winds have died away, 
And clouds, beneath the glancing ray. 
Melt ofi^ and leave the land and sea 
Sleeping in bright tranquillity, -* 
Fresh as if Day again were bom. 
Again upon the lap of Mom ! — 
When the light blossoms, rudely torn 
And scatter'd at tlie whirlwind's will. 
Hang floating in the pure air still, 
Filling it all with precious balm, 
In gratitude for this sweet calm ; — 
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And every drop the thiinder-fthowV« 
Have left upon the grass and flow'rs 
S Dark 1 OS, as *t wore that lightiiing--ge!ii 
Whoae Hquid flame is born of tJiern I 
When, 'stead of one iint hanging- breezei, 
There blow a thoiisand gentJe airs, 
And eajch a diJf 'rent perfume bcai^, — 
As if the loveliest planti* and treei 
I J ad vumnl breezes of their own 
To watcb and wait on them abna, 
Afid ^vafl no otber breatb than tlieiiat 
When the blue waters rise and fall, 
In sleepy snnshinc mantUngf ail ; 
And ev'n that swell tlie tempest leave* 
Is like the full and silent heaves 
Of lovers' hearts, when newly blesa'dj 
Tuo newly to be quite at nest 

Such was the goldrn hour that broke 

Upon the world, when llinda woke 

From her long- trance, and beard around 

No motion but the water'ls sound 

Rippling against tlie vessel's side, 

Ai^ slow it mounted o'er the tide. — 

But where is she ? — her eyes are darx, 

Are wilderM still — is this the bark, 

Tlic s^ime, dmt frnm I farmozia^s bay 

Bore her at mom — wliose bloody way 

The sea-dog track'd? — no — strange uid new 

Is all that meets ber wondering- view* 

Upon a galliot^s deck she lies, 

Beneatii no rich pavilion^s shade, — 
No plumes to Tmx ber sleeping' eyes, 

Nor jaamine od her pillow laid 
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Bat the rode litter, roughly spread 
With war-cloaks, is her homely bed, 
And shawl and sash, on javelins hung, 
For awning o'er her head are flung. 
ShuddMng she lo(^'d around — tliere k? 

A group of warriors in the sun. 
Resting their limbs, as for that day 

Thehr ministry of death were done. 
Some gazing on the dro^vsy sea, 
Lost in unconscious revery 
And some, who seem'd but ill to brook 
That sluggish calm, with many a look 
To the slack sail impatient cast, 
As loose it flagg'd around the mast 



Blest Alia ! who shall saye her now ? 

There 's not in all that warrior band 
One Arab sword, one turban'd brow 

From her own Faithful Moslem land. 
Their garb — the leathern belt that wrapi 

Each yellow vest — that rebel hue — 
The Tartar fleece upon their caps — 

Yes — yes — her fears are all too true, 
And Heav'n hath, in this dreadful hour, 
Abandon'd her to Hafed's power ; 
Hafed, tlie Gheber ! — at the thought 

Her very heart's blood chills within ; 
He, whom her soul was hourly taught 

To loathe, as some foul fiend of sin, 
Some minister, whom Hell had sent. 
To spread its blast, where'er he went 
And fling, as o'er our earth he trod. 
His shadow betwixt man and God 1 
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And she ia ri<>w his cfiptive, — throra 
In his fierce hand«, alive, silonc : 
His th* inOiriato band she sees. 
All infidels — hJI eneniiea ! 
WJml was the daring hope Umt then 
CrossM her like lig-htning-, as a^in, 
With boldne^a that despair had leut. 

She darted thrcwigh that anned crowd 
A look so searching", so intent, 

That ev'n tJie etemest warrior howM 
AbuJshM, when fie her glances caug-ht, 
As if he guessM whose form they soughtp 
But no — she sees him not — 't is gone, 
The vision that before her shone 
Thrangh all the maze of blood and stonoj 
Is tied — H was but a phantom form — 
One of those pressing, rainbow dreams, 
Half light, half shade, which Fancy's beonif 
Paint on die fleeting mists that roil 
In trance or slumber round the soul. 
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But now the barb, with livelier bound, 
Scales the blue wave— the crew's in motioii| 

The oars are out, and with light sound 
Break the bright mirror of the ocean, 

ScattMng its brilliant fragments round. 

And now she sees — with horror sees, 

Their course is tow'rd that mountain-hold, — 

Those tow*rs, tliat make her life-blood free^a, 

Where Mecca's ^dless enemies 

Lie, like beleaguer'd scorpions, roU'd 
In tlieir last deadly, venomoos fold 1 

Amid th' illumined land and tiood 

Sunless that mighty mountain stood * 
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Bare where, above its awful head» 
There shone a flaming cloud, blood-fod, 
As *t were the flag of destiny 
Hung out to mark where death would be ! 



Had her bewildered mind the powV 
Of thought in this terrific hour. 
She well might marvel where or how 
Man's foot could scale that mountain's brow, 
Since ne'er had Arab heard or known 
Of path but through the glen alone. — 
But every thought was lost in fear, 
When, as their bounding bark drew near 
The craggy base, she felt the waves 
Hurry them tow'rd those dismid caves, 
That from the Deep in windings pass 
Beneath that Mount's volcanic mass ; •— 
And loud a voice on deck commands 
To low'r the mast and light the brands ! — 
Instantly o'er the dashing tide 
Within a cavern's mouth they glide 
Gloomy as that eternal P(»ch 

Through which departed spirits go : — 
Not ev'n the flare of brand and torch 
Its flick'ring light could further throw 
Than the thick flood that boil'd below 
Silent they floated — as if each 
Sat breathless, and too awed for speech 
In that dark chasm, where even sound 
Seem'd dark, — so sullenly around 
The goblin echoes of the cave 
Muttered it o'er the long black wave. 
As *t were some secret of the grave 
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But Hoft -^ they paase — the carrent tumi 
Beneath them from its onward track ; — 
Some mighty, unseen barrier spurns 
The vexed tide, all foaming, uacK, 
And scarce the oars* redoubled force 
Can stem the eddy's whirling course ; 
When, hark ! — some desperate foot has^ning 
Among ^he rocks — the chain is flung ** 
The oar are up — the grapple clings, 
And the tossM bark in moorings swings. 
Just then, a day-beam through the sliade 
Broke tremulous *— but, ere the maid 
Can see from i^hence the brightness steob. 
Upon her brow she shuddering feels 
A viewless hand, that promply ties 
j A bandagie round her burning eyes ; 

I While the rude litter where she lies, 

I Uplifled by tjie warrior throng, 

O'er the steep rocks is borne along 

Blest power of sunshine ! — genial Da/ 
** What balm, what life is in thy ray ! 

To feel thee is such real bliss. 
That had the world no joy but this, « 
To sit in sunshine calm and sweet, 
It were a world too exquisite 
For man to leave it for the gloom. 
The deep, cold shadow of the tomb, 
Ev'n Hinda, though she saw not where 

Or whither wound the perilous road, 
Yet knew by that awak'ning air. 

Which suddenly around her glow'd, 
That they had ris'n from darkness then. 
And breathed the sunny world again! 
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But soon this balmy freshnen fled — 

For now the steepy labyrinth led 

Through damp and g^oom-^Vnid crash of boughs, 

And fall of looson'd crags that rouse 

The leopard frotn his hungry sleep, 

Who, starting, thinks each crag a prey. 
And long is heard, from steep to steep, 

Chasing them down their thund'ring way! 
The jackal's cry — the distant moan 
Of the nysena, fierce and lone — 
And that eternal sadd'ning sound 

Of torrents in the glen beneath. 
As 't were the ever dark Profound 

That rolls beneath the Bridge of Death ! 
All. all is fearful — ev'n to see, 

To gaze on those terrific things 
She now but blindly hears, would be 

Relief to her imaginings ; 
Since never yet was shape so dread, 

But Fancy, thus in darkness thrown. 
And by such sounds of horror fed, 

Could firame more dreadful of her own. 

But dofs she dream ? has Fear again 
Perplex'd the workings of her oraiii, 
Or did a voice, all music, then 
Come from the gloom, low whisp'nng near — 
•* Tremble not, love, thy Gheber 's here ? " 
She dots not dream — all sense, all ear. 
She drinks the words, ** Thy Gheber 's here." 
T was his own voice — «he could not err — 

Throughout the breatliing world's extent 
There was but ont such voice for her. 

So Und, so soft, so eloquent * 
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Oh, sooner sha]! the rose of Maj - 
Mistake her own sweet nightingale^ 

And to some meaner minstrel's lay 
Open her bosom's glowing veil. 

Than Love shall ever doubt a tonOi 

A breath of the beloved one ! 



Though blest, 'mid all her ills. \a think 

She has that one beloved near. 
Whose smile, though met on rum's brink, 

Hatli power to make even ruin dear, — 
^Yet soon this gleam of rapture, cross'd 
By fears for him, is chillM and lost 
How shall the ruthless Hafed brook 
rhat one of Gheber blood should look, 
With aught but curses in his eye, 
On her a maid of Araby — 
A Moslem maid — the child of him, 

Whose bloody banner's dire success 
Hath left their altars cold and dim. 

And their fair land a wilderness ! 
And, worse than all, that night of blood 

Which comes so fast — Oh ! who shall sttj 
The sword, that once hath tasted fdbd 

Of Persian heart, or turn its way ! 
What arm shall then the victim cover, 
Or from her father shield her lover ' 



" Save him, my God ! " she inly cries — 
" Save him this night — and if thine eyes 

Have ever welcomed witli delight 
The sinner's tears, the sacrifice 

Of sinners' hearts — guard him tkis night. 
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And here before thy throne, 1 iwear 
Prom my heart's inmost core to tear 

Love, h( pe, remciiibrance, though they be 
Unk'd wiui each quiv'ring life-string tliere 

And rive it bleeding all to Thee ! 
Jjet hi J but live, — the burning tear 
The Sighs, so sinful, yet so dear. 
Which nave been all too much his own, 
Shall from this hour be Heaven's alone. 
Youth paiisM in penitence, and age 
In long and painful pilgrimage. 
Shall leave no traces of the flame 
That wastes roe now — nor shall his name 
fPer bless my lips, but when I pray 
For his dear spirit, that away 
Casting from its angelic ray 
Th' eclipse of earth, he, too, may shine 
Redeem'd, all glorious and all Thine ! 
Think — think what victory to win 
One radiant soul like his from sin, — 
One wand'ring star of virtue back 
To his own native, heavenward traok ! 
Let him but live, and both are Thine, 

Together thine — for, bless'd or croes'd, 
Living or dead, his doom is mine. 

And, if he perish, both are lost! * 
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The next evening Lalla Rookh was entreated by hei 
Ladies to continue the relation of her vc nlerfu] dream 
but the tearful interest that hung rouna the fate of 
Hinda and her lover bad completely removed every 
trace of it from her mind ; — much to the disappoint- 
ment of a fair seer or two in her train, who prided 
themselves on their skill in interpreting visions, and 
who had already remarked,. as an unlucky omen, that 
the Princess, on the very^ morning after the dream, had 
worn a silk dyed with t^e blossoms of the sorrowful 
tree, Nilica. 

Fadladeen, whose indignation had more than once 
broken out during the recital of this heterodox poem, 
seemed at length to have made up his mind to the in- 
fliction and took his seat this evening with all the 
patience of a martyr, while the Poet resumeo tiis pro* 
fane and seditious story. as follows s— 
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To teuien eyes and hearts at i 
The leafy shores and sun-bright seas. 
That lay beneath that mountain's heighl^ 
Had been a fair enchanting sight 
T was one of those ambrosial eves 
A day of storm so often leaves 
At its calm setting — when the West 
Opens her golden bowers of rest, 
And a moist radiance from the skies 
Shoots trembling down, as from the eyes 
Of some meek penitent, whose last, 
Bright hours atone for dark ones past. 
And whose sweet tears, o*er wrong forgiT'il, 
Shine, as they fall, with light from heav'n . 

*r was stillness all — the winds that late 

Had rush'd through Kerman's almond 
And shaken from her bow'rs of *date 

That cooling feast the traveller loves, 
Now, luU'd to languor, scarcely curl 

The Green Sea wave, whose waters gleam 
Limpid, as if her mines of pearl 

Were melted all to form the stream : 
And her fair islets, small and bright. 

With their green shores reflected theie^ 
Look like those Peri isles of light. 

That hang by speU-work in the ain 

But vainly did those glories bunt 
On Hinda'0 dazzled eyes, when first 

15 
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The bandage from her brow was taken, 
«And, pale and awed as those who waken 
In their dark tombs — when, scowling new 
The Searchers of the Grave appear, — 
She shudd'ring turned to read her fate 

In the fierce eyes that flashed around ; 
And saw those towers all desolate, 

That o'er her head terrific frown^d^ 
As if defying ev'n the smile 

Of that soft heaven to gild their pile. 

In vain with mingled hope and fear, 
She looks for him whose voice so dear . 
Had come, like music, to her ear — 
Strange, mocking dream ! again \ is fled. 
And oh, the shoots, the pangs of dread 
That tlirough her inmost bosom run. 

When voices from without proclaim 
" Hafed, the Chief — and, one by one. 

The warriors shout that fearful name ! 
He comes — the rock resounds his tread -« 
How shall she daro to lift her head. 
Or meet those eyes whose scorching glare 
Not Yemen's boldest sons can bear ? 
In whose red beam, the Moslem tells, 
Such rank and deadly lustre dwells, 
As in those hellish fires that light 
The mandrake's chamel leaves at night 
How shall she bear that voice's tone. 
At whose loud battle-cry alone 
Whole squadrons oft in panic ran, 
Scatter'd like some vast caravan, 
When, stretch'd at evening round the wdL 
They hear the thirsting tiger's yell 
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BreathleM she stands, with eyes cast down^ 
Shrinking beneath the fiery frown, 
Which, fancy tells her, from that brow 
Is flashing o'er her fiercely now : 
And shuddering as she hears the tread 

Of his retiring warrior band. — 
Never was pause so full of dread ; 

Till Hafed with a trembling hand 
Took hers, and, leaning o'er her, said 
** llinda ; " — that word was all he spoke, 
And *t was enough ^ the shriek that broke 

From her full bosom, told the rest — 
Panting with terror, joy, surprise, 
The maid but lifls her wondering eyes, 

To hide them on her Gheber's breast ! 
T is he, 't is he — the man of blood, 
The fellest of the Pire-fiend's brood, 
Hafed, the demon of the fight, 
Whose voice unnerves, whose glances bligfali 
Is her own loved Gheber, mild 
And glorious as when first he smiled 
In her lone tow'r, and left such beams 
Of his pure eye to light her dreams. 
That she believed her bower had giv'n 
Rest to some wanderer from heav'u ! 

Moments there are, and this was one 
SnatchM like a minute's gleam of sun 
Amid tlie black Simoon's eclipse ^ 

Or, like those verdant spots that bloom 
Around the crater's burning lips, 

Sweet'ning the very edge of doom! 
The past — the future — all that Pata 
Can bring of dark or desperate 
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Around such hours, but makes them caat 
Intenser radiance while they last ' 

Ev*n he, this youth — tliough dimm'd and gone 

Each star of Hope that cheer'd him on — 

His glories lost — his cause betray'd — 

Iran, his dev-loved country, made 

A land of carcasses and slaVes, 

One dreary waste of chains and graves ! -— 

Himself but ling'ring, dead at heart, 

To see the last, long struggling breath 

Of Liberty's great soul depart, 

Then lay him down and share her death — 
Ev'n he, so sunk in wretchedness, 

With doom ntill darker gath'ring o'er him. 
Yet, in this moment's pure caress. 
In the mild eyes that shone before him» 
Beaming that blest assurance, worth 
All other transports known on earth,. 
That he was loved — well, warmly loved ~ 
Oh ! in this precious hour he proved 
How deep, how thorough-felt the glow 
Of rapture, kindling out of woe ; — 
How exquisite one single drop 
Of bliss, thus sparkling to the top 
Of mis'ry's cup — how keenly quaflfd, 
Th:>ugh death must follow on the draught* 

She, too, while gazing on those eyes 
That sink into her soul so deep, 

Forgets all fears, all miseries. 
Or feels them like the wretch in sleeps 

Whom fancy cheats into a smile. 

Who dreams of joy, and sobs the whik* 
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The mi^ty Ruins where they stood, 

Upon the mount's high, rocky verge, 
Lay open tow'rds the ocean flood, 

Where lightly o'er the illumined sargv 
Many a fair bark that, all the day, 
riad lurk'd in shelt'ring creek or bay, 
Now bounded on, and gave their sails, 
Yet dripping, to the ev'uing gales; 
Like eagles, when tlie stonu is done 
Sprisading tlieir wet wings in the sim 
The beauteous clouds, though daylight Staf 
Had sunk behind the hills of Lar, 
Were still with lingering glories bright, — 
As if, to grace the gorgeous West, 

The Spirit of departing Light 
That eve had left his sunny vest 

Behind him, ere he wing'd his flight 
Never was scene so.form'd for love ! 
Beneath them waves of crystal move 
In silent swell — Heav'n glows above. 
And their pure hearts, to transport giv^n, 
Swell like the wave, and glow like UeaVa 



But ah ! too soon that dream is past — 

Again, again her fear returns ; — 
Night, dreadful night, is gathering fast. 

More faintly the horizon bums. 
And every rosy tint that lay 
On the smooth sea hath died away. 
Hastily to the darkening skies 
A glance she casts — then wildiy cries 
^Jll night J he said — and, look, 't is near— 
Ply fly — if ypt thou lov'st me, fly — 
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Soon will ills murd'rous band be here, 

And I shall see thee bleed and die. — 
Hush ! heard^st thou not the tramp of men 
Sounding from yonder fearful glen ? — 
Perhaps ev*n now they climb the wood — 

Fly, fly — though still the West is bright, 

He 'U come — oh ! yes — lie wants thy blood • 

I know him — he '11 not wait for night ! " 

In terrors ev'n to agony 

She clings around the wond'ring Chief;— ^ 
" Alas, poor wildeFd maid ! to me 

Thou ow*st this raving trance of grie£ 
Lost as I am, naught ever grew 
Beneath my shade but perishM too — 
My doom is like the Dead Sea air, 
And nothing lives that enters there ! 
Why were our barks together driv^ 
Beneath this morning's furious heav'n ? 
Why, when I saw the prize that chance 

Had thrown into my desp'rate arms,^- 
When, casting but a single glance 

Upon thy pale and prostrate charms, 
I vow'd (though watching viewless o'er 

Thy safety through that hour's alarms) 
To meet th' unmanning sight no more — 
Why have I broke that heart^wrung vow ? 
Why weakly, madly met thee now ? — 
Start not — that noise is but the shock 

Of torrents through yon valley hurl'd — 
Dread nothing- here — upon this rock 

We stand above the jarring world, 
Alike beyond its hope — its dread — 
In gloomy safety, like the Dead ! 




liALLA ftOOKB. 



Or, could ev'n earth and hell unite 
In lea^e to stcmn this Sacred Hei^^ 
Fear nothing thou — myself, to-night, 
And ea^ overlooking star that dwells 
Near Go'd, will be thy sentinels ; — 
And, ere to-morrow's dawn shall glow, 
Back to thy sire — — " 

**To-morrow ! — no " — 
The maiden scream'd — " thou 'It never see 
To-morrow's sun — death, death will be 
The night-cry through each reeking tower, 
Unless we fly, ay, fly this hour ! 
Thou art betray'd — some wretch who knew 
That dreadful glen's mysterious clew — 
Nay, doubt not — by yon stars, 't is true — 
Hath sold thee to my vengeful sire ; 
This morning, with that smile to dire 
He wears in joy, he told me all. 
And stamp'd in triumph through our hall, 
As though thy heart already beat 
Its last life-throb beneath his feet ! 
Good Heav'n, how little dream'd I then 

His victim was my own loved youth ! — 
Fly — send — let some one watch the glen — 

By all my hopes of heav'n 't is truth ! " 



Oh ! colder than the wind that freezes 
Founts, that but now in sunshine play'd 

Is that congealing pang which seizes 
The trusting bosom, when betray'd* 

He felt it — deeply felt — and stood, 

As if the taJe had froz'n his blood 
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So mazed and motionless was be;— 
Like one whom sudden sjiells enchant. 
Or some mute, marble habitant 

Of the still Halls of Ishmoniii i 

But soon the painful chill was o'er, 
And his great soul, herself once more 
Look'd from his brow in all the rays 
Of hCT best, happiest, grandest days. 
Never, in moment most elate, 

Did that high spirit loftier rise ; — 
While bright, serene, determinate, 

His looks are lifted to the skies, 
As if the signal lights of Fate 

Were shining in those awful eyes ! 
T is come — his hour of martyrdom 
In Iran's sacred cause is come : 
And, thoilgh his life hath pass'd away 
Like lightning on a stormy day. 
Yet shall his death-hour leave a track 

Of gloiy, permanent and bright. 
To which the brave of after-times. 
The suff 'ring brave, shall long look back 

With proud regret, — and by its light 

Watch through the hours of slavery's niglU 
For vengeance on th' oppressor's crimes. 
This rock, his monument aloft. 

Shall speak the tale to many an age ; 
And hither bards and heroes oft 

Shall come in secret pilgrimage. 
And bring their warrior sons, and (ell 
The wond'ring boys where Hafed feU ; 
And swear them on those lone remaimi 
Of their lost country^s ancient fanes. 
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Never— while breath of life shall liw 

Within them — never to forgive 

Th' accursed race, whose ruthless chain 

Hath left on Iran's neck a stain 

Blood, olood alone can cleanse again ! 

Such are the swelling thoughts that now 

Enthrone themselves on Hafed's brow ; 

And ne'er did Saint of Issa gaxe 

- On the red wreath, for martyrs twinedt 

More proudly than the youth surveys 

That pile, which through the gloom behind^ 
Half lighted by the altar's fire, 
Glimmers — his destined funeral pyre ? 
Heap'd by his own, his comrades' hands, 

Of ev'ry wood of odorous breath. 
There, by the Fire-God's shrine it stands, 

Ready to fold in radiant death 
The few still led of those who swore 
To perish there, when hqpe was o'er — 
The few, to whom that couch of flame, 
Which rescues them from bonds and ahkme. 
Is sweet and welcome as the bed 
For their own infant Prophet ST:<«ad, 
When pitying Heav'n to roses tum'd 
The death-flames that beneath him buin'd ' 

With watchfulness the maid atten Is 
His rapid glance, where'er it bends — 
Why shoot his eyes such awful beams ^ 
What plans he now? what thinks or dreams/ 
Alas ! why stands he musing here. 
When ev*ry moment teems with fear? 
** Hafed, my own beloved Lord.'* 
8he kneeling cries — '' first, last adored I 



£ 



■ Ri 



k7B XALLA BOOK& 

If in that soul thou 'st ever felt 

Half what tl.y lips impassionM iwora 
Here, on my knees that never knelt 

To any but their God before, 
I pray thee, as thou lov'st me, fly — 
Noir, now — ere yet their blades are nigk 
Oh haste — the bark that bore me liither 

Can wafl us o'er yon dark'ning sea. 
East — west — alas, I care not whither, 

So thou art safe, and I with thee ! 
Go where we will, this hand in thine, 

Those eyes before me smiling thus, 
Through good and ill, through storm and sliiiMl 

The world 's a world of love for us ! 
On some calm, blessed shore we *11 dwell, 
Where 't is no crime to love too well ; — 
Where thus to worship tenderly 
An erring child of light like thee 
Will not be sin — or, if it be. 
Where we may weep our faults away, 
Together kneeling, night and day. 
Thou, for my sake, at Aila's shrine. 
And I — at any God's, for thine ! " 

Wildly these passionate words she spoke -^ 
Then hup/ her head, and wept for shaiie , 

Sobbing, sd if a heart-«tring broke 
With every deep-heaved sob that caire. 

While he, young, warm — oh ! wonder not 
if, tor a roomentj pride and fame. 
His oath — his cause — that shrine »f flame, 

And Iran's self are all forgot 

For her whom at his feet he sees 

Kneeling in speechless agonies. 



hdojAk Rpoxa, 



129 



No, blame him not, if Hope awhile 
Dawn*d in his soul, and threw her smile 
O'er hours to come — o'er days and nights, 
Wing'd with those precious, pure delights 
Which she, who bends all beauteous there. 
Was born to kindle and to share. 
A tear or two, which, as he bow'd 

To raise the suppliant, trembling stole, 
First warn'd him of this dang'rous cloud 

Of softness passing o'er his souL 
Starting, he brushM the drops away, 
Unworthy o'er that cheek to stray ; — 
Like one who, on the mom of fight, 
Shakes from his sword the dews of night, 
That had but dimm'd, not stain'd its light 
Yet though subdued th' unnerving thrill. 
Its warmth, its weakness, linger'd stilJ 

So touching in its look and tone, 
Tliat tlie fond, fearing, hoping maid 
Half counted on the flight she pray'd. 

Half thought the hero's soul was grown 

As sofl, as yielding as her own, 
And smiled and bless'd him, while he said, 
" Yes — if there be some happier sphere, 
Where fadeless truth like ours is dear,— 
If there be any land of rest 

Fcxr those who love and ne'er forget* 
Oh ! comfort thee — for safe and bless'd 

We '11 meet in that calm region yet I " 



Scarce had she time to ask her heart 
If good or ill these words impart, 
When the roused youth impatient flew 
To the tow'r-'wall, where, high in view. 
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A pondVom sea-honi hung, and blew 
A signal, deep and dread as those 
The storm-fiend at his rising blows. — 
Full well his Chieftains, sworn and tmo 
Through life and death, that sigfnal knew 
For *t was th' appointed warning blast, 
Th' alarm, to tell when hope was pasty 
And the tremendous death-die cast! 
And there, upon the mouldering towV, 
Hath hung this sea-hom many an hodi 
Ready to sound o'er land and sea 
That dirge-note c€ tu« brave and fret 



They came — his Chieftaiins at the caB 
Came slowly round, and with them all — 
Alas, how few ! — the worn remains 
Of those who late o'er Kerman's plains 
Went gayly prancing to the clash 

Of Moorish zel and tymbalon, 
Catching new hope from every flash 

Of their long lances in the sun, 
And, as their coursei's charged the wind, 
And the white ox-tails streamed behind, 
Looking, as if the steeds they rode 
Were winged, and every Chief a God ! 
How fall'n, how altei'd now I how wan 
Each scarred and faded visage shone 
As round the burning shrine Ihey came ;— 

How deadly was the glare it cast. 
As mute they paused before the flame 

To light their torches as they pass'd ! 
rr was silence all -^ the youth had plamiM 
The duties of his soldier-band ; 
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And each determined brow declares 
His f&ithful Chieftains well know theicii 

But minutes speed — night gems the skiet — 
And oh, how soon, ye blessed eyes, 
That look from heaven, ye may behold 
Sights that will turn your star-fires cold I 
Breathless with awe, impatience, hope, 
The maiden sees the veteran group * 

Her litter silently prepare, 

And lay it at her trembling feet; — 
And now the youth, with gentle care, 

Hath placed her in the shelterM seat, 
And pressed her hand — tliat lingering ^rem 

Of hands, that for the last time sever ; 
Of hearts, whose pulse of happiness, 

When that hold breaks, is dead for ever. 
Anrl yet to her this sad caress 

Gives hope — so fondly hope can err! 
T was joy, she thought, joy's mute excen ~ 

Their happy flight's dear harbinger ; 
'T was warmth — assurance — tenderoefii — 

T was any thing but leaving her. 

^ Haste, haste!" she cried, "the clouds growdaik 
But still, ere night, we '11 reach the bark ; 
And by to-morrow's dawn — oh bli^ ! 

Witli tliee upon the sun-bright deep, 
Far off, I '11 but remember this, 

As some dark vanished dream of sleep ; 
And thou " but ah ! — he answers not — 

Good Heav'n ! — and does she go alone ? 
She now has reach'd that dismal spot, 

Where, some hours since, his voice's tone 
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Had come to soothe her fears and il]% 
Sweet as the angel Israfi)*8, 
When every leaf on Rden^s tree 
Is trembling to his minstrelsy — 
Y'H now — oh, now, he is not nigh. — 

" Hafed ! my Hafed ! — if it bo 
Thy will, thy doom this night to die, 
, Let me but stay to die with thee, 
And I will bless thy loved name, 
Till the last life-breath leaves this fraiM, 
Oh ! let our lips, our cheeks be laid 
But near each, other wliile they fade ; 
Let us but mix our parting breaths, 
And I can die ten tliousand deaths ! . 
You too, who hurry me away 
So cruelly, one moment stay — 

Oh ! stay — one moment is not much— 
He yet may come — for kim I pray — 
Hafed ! dear Hafed !" — all the way 

In wild lamentings, that would touch 
A heart of stone, she sliriek'd his name 
To the dark woods — no Hafed came: — 
No — hapless pair — you Ve look'd your last 

Your hearts should both have broken then 
The dream is o*er — your doom is cast— 

You '11 never meet on earth again ! 



Alas for him, who heais her cries ! 

Still half-way down the steep he stands, 
Watching with fix'd and feverish eyes 

The glimmer of those bumlrig brands, 
That down the rocks, with mournful ray, 
Light all he loves on earth away I 
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Hopeless as they who, far at sea, 
By the cold moon have just codsignM 

The corse of one, loved tenderly, 
To the bleak flood they leave behind ; 

And on the deck still lini^ring stay, 

And long look back, with sad delay, 

To watch the moonlight on the wave. 

That ripples o'er Uiat cheerless grave. 



Rut see — he starts — what heard he then ? 
That dreadful shout ! -— across tlie glen 
From the land-side it comes, and loud 
Rings tlirough the chasm ; as if the crowd 
Of fearful things, that haunt that dell, 
Its Gholes and Dives and shapes of hell. 
Had all in one dread howl broke out, 
So loud, so terrible tliat shout! 
"They come — tlie Moslems come!" — ho cries, 
His proud soul mounting to his eyes, *- 
** Now, Spirits of the Brave, who roam 
Enfranchised through yon starry dome, 
Rejoice — for souls of kindred fire 
Are on the wing to join your choir ! " 
He said — and, light as bridegrooms bound 

To their young loves, rcclimb'd the stoep 
And gain'd the Shrine — his Chiefs stood round •• 

Their swords, as with instinctive leap, 
Together, at that cry accursed, 
Had from their sheaths, like sunbeams, borst 
And hark ! — again — again it rings ; 
Near and more near its echoings 
Peal through the chasm — oh ! who that then 
Had seen those listening warrior-men, 
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With their swords graspM, their eyes of flame 
TumM on their Chief — could doubt the tthaiue^ 
Th* indignant shame with which they thnll 
To hear those shouts, and yet stand still ' 



lie read their thoughts — they were his own — 

** What! while our arms can wield \heat blailo^ 
Shall we die tamely ? die alone ? 

Without one victim to our shades, 
One Moslem heart, where, buried deep^ 
The sabre from its toil may sleep ? 
No — God of Iran's burning skies ! 
Thou scom'st th' inglorious sacrifice. 
No — though of all earth's hope bereft, 
Life, swords, and vengeance still are lefV 
We '11 make yon valley's reeking caves 

Live in the awe-struck minds of meii. 
Till tyrants shudder, when their slaves 

Tell of the Gheber's bloody glen. 
Follow orave hearts ! — this pile remaini 
Our refuge still from life and chains ; 
But his the best, the holiest bed. 
Who sinks entomb'd in Moslem dead ! ^ 



Down the precipitous rocks they sprung, 
While vigor, more than human, strung 
Each aim and heart. — Th' exulting foe 
Still tlirough the dark defiles below, 
Track'd by his torches' lurid fire, 

Wound slow, as through Golconda^ vale 
The mighty serpent, in his ire. 

Glides on with glitt'iing, deadly trail 
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No torch the Ghebers need — ao well 
They know each myst'ry of the dell, 
So oft have, in their wanderings, 
Crosa'd the wild race that round them dwclL 

The very ti^rs from their delves 
Look out, and let them pass, as thin^ 

Untamed and fearless like themselves * 



There was a deep ravine, that lay 

Yet darkling in the Moslem's way ; 

Fit spot to make invaders rue 

The many fall'n before the few. 

The torrents from that morning's sky 

Had fillM the narrow chasm breast-high, 

And on each side, aloft and wild, 

Huge cliffs and toppling crags were piled, — > 

The guards with which young Freedom linoi 

The pathways to her mountain-shrines. 

Here^at this pass, tlie scanty band 

Of Iran's last avengers stand ; 

Here wait, in silence like the dead, 

And listen for the Moslem's tread 

So anxiously, the carrion-bird 

Above them flaps his wing unheard ! 

They come — that plunge into the water 
Gives signal for the work of slaughter. 
N«>w, Ghebers, now — if e'er your blades 

Had point or prowess, prove them now — 
Woe to the file that foremost wades ! 

They come — a falchion greets each brow 
And, as they tumble, trunk on trunk, 
Beneath the goiy waters sunk, 
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Still o^er their drowning bodies ] 
New victims qaick and numberless; 
Till scarce an arm in llafed*6 band. 

So fierce their toil, hatli power to fltix> 
But listless from each crimson hand 

The sword hangs, cloggM with massacrt 
Never was horde of tyrants met 
With bloodier welcome — never yet 
To patriot vengeance hath the sword 
More terrible libations pour'd ! 

All up the dreary, long ravine, 
By the red, murky glimmer seen 
Of half-quenchM brands, that o*er the flood 
Lie scattoPd round and bum in blood, 
What ruin glares ! what carnage swims ! 
Heads, blazing turbans, quiv'ring limbs, 
Lost swnrds Uiat, dropped from, many a hand, 
In tliat thick pool of slaughter stand ; — 
Wretches who wading, half on fire 

From the toss'd brands that round them fly, 
Twixt floou and flame in shrieks expire ; — 

And some who, graspM by those that die, 
Sink woundless witli them, smotherM o'er 
In their dciad bretlircn's gusliing gore ! 

But vainly hundreds, thousands bleed, 
Still hundreds, thousands more succeed; 
Countless as towVds some flame at night 
The North's dark insects wing their flighti 
And quench or perish in its light, 
To this terrific spot they pour — 
Til], bridged with Moslem bodies o'er« 
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It bean olofl their slipp'ry tread. 
And o'er tlie dying and the dead. 
Tremendous causeway ! on diey pasa. -» 
Tlien, hapless Ghebers, tlien, alas, 
What hope was left for you ? for you, 
Whose yet warm pile of sacrifice 
Is smoking in their vengeful eyes ; — 
Whos^ swords how keen, how fierce thoy kneW| 
And bum with shame to find how few ? 

CnishM down by that vast multitude, 

Some found tlieir graves where first they stood; 

While some witli hardier struggle died. 

And still fought on by Hafed's side, ! 

Who, fronting to tlie foe, trod back | 

TowVds tlie high towers his gory track ; 

And, as a lion swept away 

By sudden swell of Jordan's pride 
From the wild covert where he lay, 

Long battles with th' o'erwhelming tide, 
So fought he back with fierce delay. 
And kept both foes and fate at bay. 

But whither now?, their track is lost, 
Their prey escaped — guide, torches gone - • 

By torrent beds and labyrinths cross'd. 
The scatter'd crowd rush blindly on — 

** Curse on those tardy lights that wino," 

They panting cry, "so far behind ; 

Oh for a bloodhound's precious scent, 

To track the way the Gheber went ! " 

Vain wish — confusedly along 

l^hey rush, more desp'rate as oKire wrong 
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Till, wildei»J by the far-off lights, 
Yet glittVing up tliose gloomy bcighta, 
Their footing, mazed and lost, they mioi, 
And down the darklmg precipice 
Are dashM into the deep abyss ; 
Or midway hang, impaled on rocks, 
A banquet, yet alive, for flocks 
Of rav'ning vultures, — while the dell 
Re-echoes with each horrid yell 

Those sounds — the last, to vengeance deur, 
That e'er shall ring in Hafed's ear, ^— 
Novr reach'd him, as alofl, alone, 
Upon the steep way breathless thrown, 
He lay beside his reeking blade, 

Resigned, as if life's task were o'er, 
Its last blood-offering amply paid. 

And Iran's self could claim no more. 
One only thought, one ling'ring beam 
Now broke rcross his dizzy dream 
Of pain and weariness — 't was she, 

His heart's pure planet, shining yet 
Above the waste of memory. 

When all life's other lights were set 
And never to his mind before 
Her image such enchantment wore. 
It seem'd as if each thought that stainM, 

Each fear that chill'd their loves was past| 
And not one cloud of earth remain'd 

Between him and her radiance cast ; — 
As if to chains, before so bright, 

New grace from other worlds was giv^n, 
And his soul saw her by the light 

Now breaking o'er itself from heav*!! ! 
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A voice spoke near him — t was Ue tone 

Of a loved friend, the only one 

Of all his warriora, left with life 

From that short night's tremendous strife, — 

*• And must we then, my Chief, die here ? 

Foes round us, and the Shrine so near ! " 

These words have roused the last remains 

Of life within him — ** What ! not yet 
Beyond the reach of Moslem chains ! ** 

The thought could make ev'n Death forget 
His icy bondage — with a bound 
He springs, oil bleeding, from the ground, 
And grasps his comrade's arm, now grown 
£\\i feebler, heavier than his own, 
And up the painful pathway leads, 
Death gaining on each step he treads. 
Speed them, thou God, who heardst their vow ! 
They mount — they bleed — oh save them now - 
The crags are red they Ve clamber'd o'er, 
The rock-weed 's dripping with their gore; — 
Thy blade too, Hafed, false at length, 
Now breaks beneath thy tott'ring strength 
Haste, haste — the voices of the Foe 
Come near and nearer from below ^ 
One etfort noore — thank Heav'n ! 't is past, 
They 've gain'd the topmost steep at last 
And now tliey touch the temple's walls. 

Now Hafed sees tlie Fire divine — 
When, lo ! — his weak, worn comrade falls 

Dead on the threshold of the Shrine. 
^ Alas, brave soul, too quickly fled ! 

And must I leave thee with'ring here. 
The sport of every ruffian's tread, 

The mark for every coward*s spear ? 
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No, by yon altar's sacred beams ! " 
He cries, and, with a strength that f 
Not of this world, iiplifls tlie frame 
Of the falPn Chief, and towVds the flame 
Bears Him along ; — with death-damp hand 

The corpse upon the pyre he lays, 
Tiien lights the consecrated brand. 

And fires the pile, whose sudden blaze 
Like lightning bursts o'er Oman's Sea. — 
*• Now, Freedom's God ! I come to Thee," 
The youth exclaims, and with a smile 
Of triumph vaulting on the pile, 
In that last effort, ere the fires 
Have hann'd one glorious iiiub, expires ! 



What shriek was that on Oman's tide ? 

It came from yonder drifting bark, 
That just hath caught upon her side 

The death-light — and again is dfj'k. 
It is the boat — ah, why delay'd ? — 
That bears the wretched Moslem maid ; 
Confided to the watchful care 

Of a small veteran band, with whom 
Their generous Chieflain would not share 

The secret of his final doom. 
But hoped when Hinda, safe and free, 

Was render'd to her father's eyes, 
Their pardoa. full and prompt, would be 

The ransom of so dear a prize. — 
Unconscious, thus, of Hafed's fate. 
And proud to guard tiieir beauteous freighti 
Scarce had they clear'd the surfy waves 
Thai foam around those frightful caves. 
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When the caned war-whoops, known w weD, 
Caine echoing from the distant dell — 
Sudden each oar, upheld and still, 

Hung dripping o*er the vessers side 
And, driving at the current's will, 

They rock'd along the whisp'ring tide ; 
While every eye, in mute dismay. 

Was tow'rd that fatal mountain tum'd, 
Where the dim altar's quiv'ring ray 

As yet all lone and tranquil bum'd. 



Oh ! *t is not, Hinda, in the pow'r 

Of Fancy's most terrific touch 
To paint thy pangs in that dread hour* 

Thy silent agony — 't was such 
As those who feel could paint too well, 
But nonc«'er felt and lived to tell ! 
T was not alone the dreary state 
Of a lorn spirit, crush'd by fate, 
When, though no more remains to dread, 

The panic chill will not depart ; — 
When, though the inmate Hope be dead, 

Iler ghost still haunts the mould'ring heart | 
No — pleasures, hopes, affections gone, , 
The wretch may bear, and yet live on, 
Like things,, within the cold rock found 
Alive, when all 's congeal'd around. 
But there 's a blank repose in this, 
A calm stagnation, that were bliss 
To the keen, burning, harrowing pain, 
Now felt through all thy breast and bnin; — 
That spasm of terror, mute, intense. 
That breatJiless, agonized suspense^ 
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From whose hot throh, whose deadly achinf*, 
The heart hath no relief but breaking! 

Calm is the wave — heavVa brilliant lights 

Reflected dance beneath the prow ; 
Time was when, on such lovely nightSi 

She who is there, so desolate now, 
Could sit all cheerful, though alone, 

And ask no happier joy than seeing 
Th»t starlight o'er the waters thrown— 
N« joy but that, to make her blest. 

And the fresh, buoyant sense of Being, 
Which bounds in youth's yet careless bre«ftf " 
Itself a star, not borrowing light. 
But in its own glad essence bright 
How difierent now ! — but, hark, agam 
The yell of havoc rings — brave men I 
In vain, with beating hearts, ye stand 
On the bark's edge — in vain each hand 
Half draws the falchion from its sheath ; 

All's o'er — in rust your blades may lie : — 
He, at whose word they've scatter'd death, 

Ev'n now, tliis night, himself must die! 
Well may ye look to yon dim tower, 
, And ask, and wond'ring guess what means 
The battle-ciy at this dead hour — 

Ah ! she could tell you — she, who leans 
Unheeded there, pale sunk, aghast. 
With brow against the dew-cold mast; — 

Too well she knows — her more than lifoi 
Her soul's first idol and its last, 

Lies bleeding in that murd'rous strife. 
But see — what moves upon the height ^ 
Some signal ! — 't is a torch's light 



WhnA boclo» it! sohxary glare ? 
In gasping siience to>»Vd the Shrine 
All eyes are tum'd —- thiiio, Hinda, thiiw 

Fix their last fading life-bt,anij» tliere. 
T was but a moment — fierce aiad h^h 
Th ) death*pile blazed into the sky, 
At i far away, o'er rock and flood 

' ts melancholy radiance sent ; 
A^ iiile Hafed, like a vision stood 
R veal'd before the burning pyre, 
T Jl, shadowy, like a Spirit of Fire 

Shrined in its own grand element! 
^ T is he ! " — the shudd'ring maid exclaioM. - 

But, while she speaks, he 's seen no mofe ; 
High burst in air the funeral flames. 

And Iran^ hopes and hers are o'er! 

One wild, heart-broken shriek she gave ; 
Then sprung, as if to reach that blaze, 
Wliere still she fix'd her dying gaze, 

And, gazing, sunk into the wave, — 
Deep, deep, — where never care or pain 
Shall reach her innocent heart again t 



Farewell — fsrewell to thee, Araby's daughtei^' 
(Thus warbled a Peri beneath the dark sea,) 

No pearl ever lay, under Oman's green water. 
More pure in its shell than thy Spirit in thee 

Oh ! fair as the sea-flower close to thee growing. 
How light was thy heart till Love's witchery came, 

Lfike the wind of th^ south o'er a summer lute blowing 
And hush'd all its music, and wither'd its frame! 
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But long^, upon Araby's green sunny highland!, 
Shall mards and their lovers remember the doom 

or her who lies sleeping among the Pearl Islands, 
With naught but the sea-star to light up hei tomb 

And still, when the merry date-season is buminf, 
And calls to the palm-groves the young and ti e old, 

Tlie hapj^est there, from their pastime returning 
At sunset, will weep when thy «tory is told. 

The young village-maid, when with flow'rs she d. esses 
Her dark flowing hair for some festival day, 

Will think of thy fate till, neglecting her tresses, 
She mournfully turns from the mirror away. 

Nor shall Iran, beloved of her Hero ! forget thee — 
Though tyrants watch over her tears as they start, 

Close, close by the side of that Hero she '11 set thee, 
Embalm'd in the innermost shrine of her heart 

Farewell — be it ours to embellish thy pillow 
With ev'ry thing beauteous that grows in the deep 

Each flow'r of the rock and each gem of tlie b'Uow 
Shall sweeten thy bed and illumine thy sleep. 

Around thee shall glisten the loveliest amber 
That ever the sorrowing sea-bird has wept ; 

With many a shell, in whose hollow-wreathM chambei; 
We, Peris of Ocean, by moonlight have slept 

We 11 dive where the gardens of coral lie darkling, 

And plant all tlie rosiest stems at tliy head ; 
We -II seek where the sand^ of the Cagpian are sparkling 
Aud gather their gold to strew over thy bed. 
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Farewell — farewell — until Pity's sweet fountain 
Is lost in the hearts of the fair and the brave, 

They'll weep for the Chieflain whc died on that 
mountain, 
They 11 weep for the Maiden who sleeps ji this 



The rin^ilar placidity with wWcu Fadlade^fn 1ib4 
l^tnneii, duririfr the latter pnrt of this obnoxious story, 
BUqiri^ed llie Princess and Femmorz exceedingly ; and 
even inclmed towards hirn tlic hearts of iJiop^ unauspt- 
cioua young persens, who little knew the source of & 
complacency so man'ellous* The tmtti wiua, he had 
been organizing-, for the last few dnys, a most notable 
plan of poj^ocution against the poet, in consequence 
of nn'ue pausagea that had fallen from hmi on the sec- 
ond evening of recital, — wliich appeored to tJiis worthy 
Clianiberlain to contain language and principles, for 
which nolhing aliort of the summary critic iam of the 
Chabnk would be advisable. It wa^ his intention, 
tJiercfore^ tm^nediatoly on ilieir arrival at CnjsJimere, bu 
give information to the King- of Bucharia of liie very 
dangerous aenuments of Jiia minstrel ; and if, unfor- 
tunalely, thiit monarch did not act with suitahle v'gor 
on tlie occasion, (that ia, if he did not give the Chabuk 
to Feraraorz, and a place to Padladeen,) there would be 
an end, lie feared, of all bgiiiniate gnvernment in 
Bucharia. He could not help, however, auguring better 
both for himself and the cause of potentates in gen- 
enl; and it was the pleasure arising from theac 
mirLgled Rnticipations tlint diffused such unusual sab- 
isfaction through hia features, and made his eyea sliina 
out like poppies of tfie desert over tlie wide and lifeleffl 
wilderness of that countenance* 

Having decided upon the Poet's chastisment in thtn 
manner, he thought it but humanity tn spare him tlrt 
nuDor lorturos of criticisim. Accordingly, when llio| 
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iMMnnb ed the following evening^ in the pavilion, and 
Lalla Rookii was expecting^ to see all the beauties of 
hor bard melt away, one by one, in the acidity of crit* 
icism, like pearls in the cup of the Egyptian queen, «> 
h3 agreeably disappointed her, by merely saying, with 
an ironical smile, that the merits of such a poem 
deserved to be tried at a much higher tribunal ; and 
then suddenly passed off into a panegyric upon all 
Mussulman sovereigns, more particularly his august 
and Imperial master, Aurungzebe, — the wisest and 
best of the descendants of Timur — who, among other 
great things he had done for mankind, had given to 
him, Fadladeen, the very profitable poets of Betel- 
carrier, and Taster of Sherbets to the Emperor, Chief 
Holder of the Girdle of Beautiful Forms, and Grand 
Nazir, or Chamberlain of the Haram. 

They were now not far from that Forbidden River, 
beyond which no pure Hindoo can pass; and were 
reposing for a time in the rich valley of Hussun Abdaul, 
which had always been a favorite resting-place of the 
Emperors* in their annual migration to Cashmere. Here 
often had the Light of the Faith, Jehan-Guire, been 
known to wander with his beloved and beautiful Nour- 
mahal ; and here would Lalla Rookh have been happy 
to remain forever, giving up the throne of Bucharia and 
the world, foi Feramorz and love in this sweet lonely 
valley. But the time was now fast approaching when 
she must see him no longer, — or, what was stiU worse, 
behold him with eyes whose every look belonged to 
another ; and there was a melancholy preciousness in 
these last moments, which made her heart cling to 
them as it would to life. During the latter pait of the 
jountey, indeed, she had sunk into a deep sadness, 
from which nothing but the presence of the young 



mrn^lrel cr>u!d awake iier. Like those lainpts : n torrrbi^ 
IT Inch only light up when the air is adiujtteil, it wat 
ohiy at hia approach that her eye became amihng and 
ftni mated. But here^ in this dear valley^ every moment 
ftr>f>eared an age of pleasure; she saw hun all day, and 
wafl, therefnre, all day happy^ — resemblin^^ she o^^en 
inniitrht, that people of Zin^e, who attribute tl^e 
unfading cheerfulness they enjoy to one genial Htai 
that rises nightly over their heads. 

The whole party, indeed, seemed in their liveliest 
mood during the few days they passed in this delightful 
Bolilude, The young attendants of the Princess, who 
were here allowed a much freer range thim they could 
■afely be indulged with in a leas sequestered place, 
ran wild among the gardei^ and bounded through tha 
meadows lightly om young roea over the aromatic ptaina 
of TibeL White Fadladeenj in addition to the spiritual 
comfort derived by him from a pilgrimage to the tomb 
of the saint from whom tlie valley ia named, had also 
opportunities of indulging, in a small way, his taste for 
fictims, by putting to death some hundreds of thoaa 
unfortunate little li^rds, which all pious JMussulmana 
make it a point to kill ^ — taking for gi^nted^ that tha 
tnauner in which the creature hangs its head is meant 
as a mimicry of the attitude in which the Faithful say 
their prayers. 

About two miles from Hunsun Abdaul were thoae 
Royal Gardens, which had grown beautiful under the 
care of bo many lovely eyea, and were bea-itiful still 
though thoae eyes could see them no longer. This 
place, with its flowers and its holy silence, interrupted 
only by the dipping of the wings of birds in its marble 
baatna filled with the pure water of those hills, was to 
LiUr Kookh aD that her heart could fancy oi fragrance^ 
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eoo ness, and almost heavenly tranquility. As th^ ^ 
Prophet said of Damascus, ^ it was too delicious ; **^- 
and here, in listening to the sweet voice of Fcrainorz, 
or reading in his eyes what yet he never dared to tau 
her, the most exquisite moments of her whole life were 
passed. One evening, when they had been talking of 
tlie Sultana Nourmahal, the Light of the Haram, wlip 
had so often wandered among these flowers, and fed 
with her own hands, in those marble basins, tlie small 
shining fishes of which she was so fond, tlie youth, in 
order to delay the moment of separation, proposed to 
recite a short story, or rather^rhapsody, of which this 
adored Sultana was the heroine. It related, he said^ td 
the reconciliation of a sort of lovers' quarrel which 
took place between her and the Emperor during a 
Feast of Roses at Cashmere ; and would renund ^e 
Princess of that difference between Haroun-al-Raschid 
and his fair mistress Marida, which was so happily 
made up by the sofl strains of the musician, MoussalL 
As the story was chiefly to be told in song, and Pent- 
morz bad unluckily forgotten his own lute in the valley, 
he borrowed the vina of Lalla Rookb's Persiaa alawe^ 
and thus oegsn * — 
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Who has not heard of the Vale of Cashmere, 
Witli its roees the brightest that earth ever gaf6, 

Is temples, and grottoes, and fountains as clear 
As the love-lighted eyes that hang over Ihoir wave F 



Oh ! to see it at sunset, — when warm o'er the Lake 

Its splendor at parting a summer eve throws, 
Like a bride, full of blushes, when lingering to take 

A last look at her mirror at night ere she goes ! — 
When the shrines through the foliage are gleaming 

half shown, 
And each hallows the hour by some rites of its own. 
Here the music of pray'r from a minaret swells, 

Here the Magian his urn, full of perfume, is swingings 
And here, at the altar, a zone of sweet bells 

Round the waist of some fair Indian dancer is ringing. 
Or to see it by moonlight, — when mellowly sliines 
The light o'er its palaces, gardens, and shrines ; 
When the water-falls gleam, like a quick fall of stars. 
And the nightingale's hymn from the Isle of Chenars 
Is broken by laughs and light echoes of feet 
Froui the cool, shining walks where the young pocplf 

meet. — , 
Or at mom, when the^tnagic of daylight awakes 
A new wonder each minute, as slowly it breaks, 
Hills, cupolas, fountains, call'd forth every one 
Out of darkness, as if but just born of the Sun. 
When tlie Spirit of Fragrance is up with tlie day, 
From his Haram of night-flowers stealing away ; 
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And the wiaii, full of wimtonnesB, woo0 like a lover 
The young aflpen-treee, till they tremble all over. 
When the East is as wann as the light of first hopes, 

And Day, with his banner of radiance unfurlM, 
Shines in throogh the mountainous portal that opes 

tiublime, from that Valley of bliss to the world * 

But never ycty by night or day, 
In dew of spring or summer's ray, 
Did the sweet Valley shine so gay 
As now it shines — all love and light, 
Visions by day and feasts by night ! 
A happier smile illumes each brow, 

With quicker spread each heart uncloses, 
And all is ecstacy, — for now 

The Valley holds its Feast of Roses ; 
The joyous time, when pleasures pour 
Profusely round and, in their shower. 
Hearts open, like the Season's Rose, — 

The flow'ret of a hundred leaves. 
Expanding while the dew-fall flows, 

And every leaf its balm receives. 

T was when the hour of evening came 

Upon the Lake, serene and cool. 
When Day had hid his sultry flame 
Behind the palms of Baramoule, 
When maids began to lift tlieir heads^ 
Refresh'd from their embroider'd beds, 
Where they had slept the sun away 
AM waked to moonlight and to play. 
All wore abroad — the busiest luve 
On Bela's hills is less alive, 
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When saffjfon-beds are full in fluwV, 
Tlmn look'd tho Valley in that hour. 
A flint I sand restless torclies play'd 
Through every grove and island shade, 
A thousand sparkling lamps were set 
On rivery dome and minaret ; 
Am] Bel da and pathways, far and near, 
Wore lighted by a blaze so clear, 
That you could see, in wand'ring round. 
The Bintillest mse-leaf on the ground. 
Yet did Uie maids and matrons leave 
Their veils at home, that brilliant eve ; 
And there were glancing eyes about. 
And cheeks, that would not dare shine out 
In open day, but tliought they might 
Look lovely then, because *t was night 
And all ^s^as free, and wandering, 

And all exclfxini'd to all they met, 
Tliat never did the summer bring 

So gtiy a P(!!ist of Roses yet ; 
The moon had never shed a light 

So clear as iJiat which bless'd them there 
Tlie rosea ne'er shone half so bright. 

Nor they themselves lookM half so fair. 



And what a wilderness of flow'rs ! 
It seemM as though from all the bowVs 
And fairest fields of all the year. 
The minrrted ejjoil were scattered here. 
The Lako, too, like a garden breathes, 

Will I die rich buds that o'er it lie, — 
Ah if a eliower of fairy wreaths 

Had fallen upon it from the sky > 
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And then tlie sounds of joy, — the beat 

Of tabora and of dancing feet ; — 

The minaret-crier's chant ot glee 

Sung from his lighted gallery, 

And answer'd by a ziraleet 

From neighboring Haram, wild and sweet ,'-« 

The merry laughter, echoing 

From gardens, where the silken swing 

Wafts some delighted girl above 

The top leaves of the orange-grove ; 

Or, from those infant groups at play 

Among the tents that line the way. 

Flinging, unawed by slave or mother, 

Handfuls of roses at each other. — 

Then, the sounds from the Lake, — the low whispMiig 

in boats, ^ 

As t!.ey shoot through the moonlight; — the dipping 
of oars. 
And the wild, airy warbling that everywhere floats. 
Through the groves, round the islands, as if all the 
shores. 
Like those of Kathay, uttered music, and gave 
An answer in song to the kiss of each wava 
But the gentlest of all are those sounds, full of feeling, 
That soft from the lute of some lover are stealing, — 
Some lover, who knows all the heart-touching power 
Oi a lute and a sigh in this magical hour. 
01 ! best of delights as it everywhere is 
Tc be near the loved One, — what a rapture is his 
Who in moonlight and music thus sweetly may glide 
O'er the Lake of Cashmere, witli that One by liis side 
If woman can make the worst wilderness dear. 
Think, think what a Heav'n she must make of Cashmerfr 
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So felt the magnificent Son of Acbar, 

When from pow'r and pomp and the trophies of irar 

IJc flew to that Valley, forgfetting them all 

With the Light of the Hanun, his young NounnahaL 

When free and imcrownM as the Conqueror roved 

By the banks of that lake, with his only beloved, 

He saw, in tlie wreaths she would playfully snatch 

From the hedges, a glory his crown could not match. 

And preferr'd in his heart the least ringlet that curfd 

Down her exquisite neck to the throne of the world. 



There 's a beauty, for ever unchangingly bright. 
Like the long, sunny lapse of a summer-day's light, 
Shining on, shining on, by no shadow made tender, 
Till Love falls asleep in its sameness of splendor. 
This ufos not the beauty — oh, nothing like this. 
That to young Nourmahal gave sueh magic of bliss ! 
But the loveliness, ever in motion, which plays 
Like the light upon autumn's soil shadowy days, 
Now here and now there, giving warmth as it flies 
From the lip to the cheek, from the cheek to the eyes 
Now melting in mist and now breaking in gleams. 
Like the glimpses a saint hath of Heav'n in his dreama^ 
When pensive, it seem'd as if that very grace. 
That chann of all others, was bom with her face ! 
And when angry, — for ev'n in the tranquillest climos 
Light breezes will ruffle the blossoms sometimes -^ 
The short, passing anger but seem'd to awaken 
New beauty, like flow'rs that are sweetest when shakeiv 
If tenderness touch'd her, the dark of her eye 
At once took a darker, a heav'nlier dye. 
From the deptli of whose shadow, like holy revealings 
Fnim innermost shrines, came the light of her feelings 
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Then her mirth — oh! 'twas sportive as ever took wing 
From tlie heart with a bmrst, like the wild bird in 

spring; 
niumed by a wit that would fascinate sages, 
Yet playful as Peris just loosed from tlieir cages. 
While her laugh, full of life, without any control 
But the sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her soul, 
And where it most sparkled no glance could discover 
In lip, cheek, or eye, for she brighten'd all over,— 
Like any fair lake that the breeze is upon, 
When it breaks into dimples and laughs in the sun. 
Such, such were the peerless enchantments, that gav6 
Nourmahal the proud Lord of the East for her slave : 
And though bright was his Haram, —a living parterre 
Of flow'rs of this planet — though treasures were there, 
For which Soliman's self might have giv'n all the store 
That the navy from Ophir e'er wing'd to his sliore, 
Yet dim before her were the smiles of them all. 
And the Light of his Haram was young Nourmahal ! 



But where is she now, this night of joy, 

When bliss is every heart's employ ? — 

When all around her is so bright, 

So like the visions of a trance, 

That one might think, who came by chancw 

Into the vale this happy night, 

He saw that City of Delight 

In Faiiy-land, whose streets and tow'rs 

Are made of gems, and light, and flow'rs ! 

Where is the loved Sultana ? where, 

When mirth brings out the young and fair 

Does she, the fairest, hide her brow, 

In melancholy stillness now ? 

18 



Alas t — how lig-ht a cause may move 

Disaensjfin bettyeen hearts tiiiit love I 

HeiiitB Uiat \he worlil in vain ha^l tried, 

Anil Borroiv but more closely tied ; 

That stood the Bionm* when waves were DUgh, 

Yet in a sunny hour fall off, 

Like ships tliat have gone down at sco, 

When heaven was ail tranquillity ! 

A aonieihing, light es air — a look, 

A word unkind or wrongly taken — 
Oh I love, thai lem peats never ahocik, 

A breath, a touch like tliis hath shakeiL 
And ruder words will soon rush in 
To spread the breach tfiat words begio ; 
And eyea forget tlie gentle ray 
They wore in couriahip'a smiling day j 
And voices lose the tone that sht^J 
A tenderness round all they said j 
Till ftidt declining^ one by one, 
The sweetnesses of love are gone, 
And hearts, so lately mingled, seem 
Like broken cloudip, — or like ifio streanv 
That smiling left the mountain'a brow 

As thoTigh its waters ne*er could scvefi 
Vet, ere it reach the plain below. 

Breaks into lloodd, that part fur ever 



Olt, you, that have the charge of IjOVC, 
Keep him in ro«y bondage bound, 

As in the Fields of Bliss above 
He sits, with flowerets rettcr*d round j^ 

Loose not a tie that round him cliugi, 

Not ever let him use bis wmgs i 
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For ev*n an hour, a minute's fligfht 
Will rob tJio plumes of half Uieir light 
Like that celestial bird, — whose nest 

Is found beneath far Eastern skies, ^ 
Whose wings, though radiant when at rest, 

Lose all their glory when he flies ! 

Some difTrence, of this dang'rous k'nd, — 
By which, though light, the links thn bind 
The fondest hearts may soon be riv'n ; 
Some shadow in Lov Vs summer heav'n, 
Which, tliough a fleecy speck at flrst, 
May yet in awful tlmndor burst ; — 
Such cloud it is, tliat now hangs over 
The heart of the Imperial l^over. 
And far hath banishM from his sight 
His Nourmalial, his Haram's Light! 
Hence is it, on this happy night, 
Wtien Pleasure through the fields and grovcfl 
Has let loose all her world of loves, 
And every heart has found its own, 
He wanders, joyless and alone, 
And weary as that bird of Thrace, 
Whose pinion knows no resting-place. 

In vain tlie loveliest cheeks and eyes 
This Eden of the Earth supplies 

Come crowding round — the cheeks are ^% 
The eyes are dim : — though rich the spot _ . 
With every flow'r this earth has got, 

What Is '. to the nightingale, 
If tliere his darling rose is not ? 
In vain the Valley's smiling throng 
Worship him, as he moves along ; 



He hcct\s them not — one smile of Ikiw 
la worth a woHd of worshippers* 
They bui the Srar'a adorers are, 
She ia tlie Ueav'n that lights ihc B\m I 

Hence la it, too, tliat NoiirmathH.!, 
Amid the luxuries of tUia hour 
Far from tlie joyous fcetivid. 

Sits in her own aequeattirM bowV, 
Willi no one nenr^ to sootli or aid, 
But \.\rn jjv-jpir*?il and wuodroQS miiid, 
N amount, the Ciichantresa ; ^one. 
O'er whom liia race tlie golden sua 
For unremember'd years haa run, 
Vet never aa.w her blotnning broiv^ 
y<»un^^*r or fairer th^iQ 't is now. 
Nay, fatlier, — as tlie weat wind's aigh 
Freshens the flowV it passes by^ — 
Time^a wiiij^ but seemed, in sLcahng o*ot, 
To leaive her lovelier than beforCw 
Yet on her atnilea a sadness hung, 
And when, aa otl, slie spoke or sung 
Of other svorlda, there uame a lii^ht 
Froui her dicrk eyea so strangely bright, 
That all believed nor ina.ii nor earlh 
Were coodcioutf of Naiuouna'a birth 1 



AD apells and tali.^mana she knew, 
From the great Mantra, which around 

The Air's sublimer Spirita drew, 
To the gold gnois of Afric, bounc 

Upt>n tlie vvEindVing Arabia arm. 

To keep him fiom tlie Siliim'a harm 
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And she had pledged her powerful art, -— 
Pledged it witli all the zeal and heart 
Of uue wiio knew, though high her sphere, 
What 't was to lose a love so dear, — 
To find some spell that should recall 
Her S<;liin'8 smile to JNourmalial ! 



T was midnight — through the lattice, ^Tcath'fi 

WitJi woodbine, many a perfume breatlied 

From plants that wake when others sleep, 

From timid jasmine buds, that keep 

Their odor to themselves all day. 

But, when tlie sunlight dies away. 

Lot the delicious secret out 

To every breeze that roams about ; — 

When thus Namouna : — " 'T is the hour 

That scatters spells on herb and flow'r, 

And garlands might be gatlierM now, 

That, twined around the sleeper's brow, 

Would make him dream of such delights, 

Such miracles and dazzling sights. 

As Genii of the Sun behold, 

At evening, from their tents of gold 

Upon th' horizon — where they play 

Till twilight comes, and, ray by ray, 

Their sunny mansions melt away. 

Now, too, a chaplet might be wreathM 

Of buds o'er which the moon has breathed. 

Which worn by her, whose love has stray'df 

Might bring some Peri from the skies, 
Some sprite, whose very soul is made 

Of flow'rets* breaths and lovers' uighm 
And who might tell " 
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** For mej for nue," 
Cried Nourmahal impatiently, — 
** Oh I twite that wreath far me tt>-night-* 
Then, rapidly, with foot aa li^fht 
As tlic V'^img' muak-roe*a, out she fleir, 
To cull each ehiniof^ leaf thai grew 
Beneath the niounlig^hi's hallowing heama, 
For this enchanted Wreath of Dreajus 
Ancinones and Seas of Gald, 

And new-blnwti lilies of the river, 
And Ihi^se eweet fiow'reta, that nnfold 

Thoir btid« on Camadeva's quiver;^ 
The Ui he-rose, with hersilv'ry light. 

Tiint in the Gardens of Malay 
Is caird the Mistress of the Night, 
So like a bride, scented and bright^ 

She comea out when the 8un*9 asray;— 
Aniarantlfca, such as crown the maids 
That wander through Zamam*i* a hades ; — - 
And the while moon-flow Y, ^ it shows. 
On Serendib's hig-h cra|TB^ to those 
Who near the isle at evening sail. 
Scenting her clove-trees in the gala ; 
In short, all flow Vets snd all plants^ 

From the divine Amrita tree, 
That blesses heaven's inhabitantB 

With fniits of immortality, 
liown to the basil tuft, that wavea^ 
Its fragrant blossom over graves, 

And to the humble roaema/y, 
Whose sweeU so thanklessly are shed 
To scent the desert and the dead : — 
All in that garden bloom, and alt 
Are gathered by young Nourmahal, 
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Who heaps her basket with the flow'rg 
And leaves, till they can hold no movei 

Then to Nainouna flies, and show'is 
Upon her lap the shining store. 

With what delight th' Enchantress views 

So many buds, bathed with the dews 

And beams of that bless'd hour ! — her glance 

Spoke something, past all mortal pleasureSi 
As, in a kind of holy trance, 

She hung above those fragrant taneosures, 
Bending to drink their balmy airs, 
As if she mix'd her soul with theirs. 
And 't was, indeed, the perfume shed 
From flow'rs and scented flame, that fed 
Her charmed life — for none had e'er 
Beheld her taste of mortal fare, 
Nor ever in aught earthly dip, 
But the mom's dew, her roseate lip 
Fiird with the cool, inspiring smell, 
Th' Enchantress now begins her spell, 
Thus singing as she winds and weaves 
In mystic form the glittering leaves :-— 



I know where the winged visions dwell 

That around the night-bed play ( 
I know each herb and flow'ret's bell, 
Where they hide their wings by day 
Then hasten we, maid, 
To twine our braid. 
To-morrow the dreams and floweis will 

The image of love, that nightly flies 
To visit the bashful mud^ 
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Steals from the jasmine flower, that sighs 

Its soul, like her. in the shade. 
The dieam of a future, happier hour, 

That alijrhts on nii8er}''8 brow. 
Springs out of the silvery almond-floiv'r, 
Tliat blooms on a leafless bough. 
Then hasten we, maid, 
To twine our braid, 
1 o-mcnrrow the dreams and flowers will hiMk 

The visions, that oft to worhlly eyes 

Tlie glitter of mines nnfuld, 
Inliahit tlie mountain-herb, tliat dyes 

The tooth of the fawn like gold. 
The phantom shapes — oh touch not them — > 

That appal The murd'rer's sight, 
Lurk in the fleshy mandrake's stem, 

I'liat shrieks, when pluckM at night ! 
Then hasten we, maid, 
To twine our braid, 
To-morrow tlie dreams and flowers will fada 

The dream of tJie injured, patient mind. 
That smiles with tlie wrongs of men. 
Is f(»und in the bruised and wounded rind 
Of tlic cinnamon, sweetest tlien. 
Then hasten we, maid, 
To twine our braid. 
To-morrow die dreams and flowers will fade. 

No sooner was the flow'ry crown 
Placed on her head, tlian sleep came down, 
Gently as nights of summer fall, 
Upon tlie lids of Nouraialial;-— 
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And, suddenly, a tuneful breoEe, 
As full :ff small, rich harmonies 
As ever wind, that o'er the tents 
Of Azab blew, was full of scents, 
Steals on her ear, and floats and swells^ 

Like the first air of morning creeping 
Into those wreathy, Red Sea shells, 

Where Love himself, of old, lay sleepuig ; 
And now a Spirit form'd, 't would seem. 

Of music and of light, — so fair, 
80 brilliantly his features beam. 

And such a sound is in the air 
Of sweetness when he waves his wingpB, — 
Hovers around her, and thus sings : 



Prom Caindara's warbling fount I come, 

Call'd by that moonlight garland's spell ; 
From Chindara's fount, my fairy home, 

Where in music, mom and night, I dwelL- 
Where lutes in tlie air are heard about. 

And voices are sieging the whole day iong^ 
And every sigh the heart breathes out 
Is tum'd, as it leaves the lips, to song: 
Hither I come 
Prom my fairy home, 
And if there 's a magic in Music's strain, 
I swear by the breath 
Of that moonJight wreath, 
Thy Lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 



For mine is the lay that lightly floats, 
And mine are the murm'hng, dying note% 



114 SJklAJL ROOKB. 

Tliat fall as sofl as snow on the sea^ 
And melt in the heart as instantly : — 
And the p«a8sionate strain that, deeply goin^ 

Itcfincs the bosom it trembles tliruugh. 
As the miisk-wind, over the water blowing, 

Ritinos the wave, but sweetens it Um, 



Mine is the charm, whose mystic sway 
The Spirits of past Delight obey ; — 
Let but the tuneful talisman sound, 
And tlicy come, like genii, hovVing round. 
And mine is the gentle song that bears 

From soul to soul, the wishes of love, 
As a bird, thut walls through genial airs 

The cinnamon-seed from grove to grove. 

T is I tliat mingle in one sweet measure 
The past, the present, and future of pleasure ; 
When Memory links tlie tone that is gone 

With tlie blissful tone tliat 's still in the ear 
And Hope from a heavenly note flies on 

To a note more heavenly still that is near. 

The warrior's heart, when touch'd by me, 
Can as downy sofl and as yielding be 
As his own white plume, that high amid deat3i 
Through the field has shone — yet moves with 

«. a breath ! 
And, oh, how the eyes of Beauty glisten, 

When Music has reach'd her inward soul, 
Like tlie silent stars, that wink and listen 

While Heaven's eternal melodies roll 



R(i liithnr I comft 

Frorti tny fairy hrtme, 
Aiul if tiTsre'a a mti^ic m Miisic^ stnm 

J Bwear by tlie breaUi 

Of UiiiL mootLli^Ut wrcatir. 
Thy lover shall sigb ai Hxy feet again. 



*T ifl dawn — at least that earher dawn, 
Whfwe gUmpsea are a|piin withdrawn, 
Aff ]f the morn had waked, and tJien 
BliLit cinse J^pr llda of ligfht a^n 
And Nounimhal is up, and trying- 

The wonders of Jier lute, whose string — 
Oh blisH ! — nnw murnmr like tJie sighing- 

From that auihrosial Spirit^a winga* 
And liioii, her voice — \ is more than human-'' 

N*ivcr» til) novv^, had it been given 
To Mps of any mortal woman 

To utter mit^ so fresh from hcftvon \ 
Street aa dje breath of mxgc] eig^hs. 

When ang^el aig-hs are most divine. — 
"Oh ! let it last till nijjhi," she cries, 

"-And he IB more than ever mine," 
And honrly slie rtmews the lay. 

So fearful le«t ih$ heavenly fiwcetnesi 
Should, ere die evening, fade awuy, ^ 

Far thinj^ so heavenly have such lleotnesi 
But, far from fading;, it but growfl 
Eicker, diviner as it flows ; 
Tdl rapt ahe dwells on every fltnnf, 

'^jiJ pours again each sound along, 
Like echo, l(»]t and languishing, 

In love with her own woudrous mtugt 
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That evening, (trusting that his soul 

Might be from haunting love released 
By mirth, by music, and the bowl,) 

Th' Imperial Selim held a feast 
In h's magnificent Shalimar : — 
In whose Saloons, when the first stajr 
Of evening o'er the waters trembled. 
The Valley's loveliest all assembled ; 
All the bright creatures that, like dreanMi 
Glide through its foliage, and drink beaois 
Of beauty from its founts and streams ; 
And all those wand'ring minstrel-maids, 
Who leave — how can they leave ? ^ the shftdei 
Of that dear Valley, and are found 

Singing in gardens of the South 
Those songs, that ne'er so sweetly sound 

As from a young Cashmerian's mouth. 

There, too, tlie Haram's inmates smile ; — 

Maids from the West, with sun-bright hair, 
And from the Gardens of the Nile, 

Delicate as the roses there ; — 
Daughters of Love from Cyprus' rocks, 
Witli Paphian diamonds in their locks: — 
Like Peri forms, such as they are 
On the gold meads of Candaliar ; 
And they, before whose sleepy eyes, 

In their own bright Kathaian bow'rs, 
Sparkle such rainbow butterflies, 

That they might fancy the rich flow^ 
That round them in the sun lay sighing, 
Had been by magic all set flying. 
Every thing young, every thing fair 
From Kaat and West is bluflhing thaiei 
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Ebrcept — earcofit — oh« Nouraiahal ! 
Thou loveliest, dearest of them all. 
The one, whose smile shone out aloWi 
Ami4st a world the only one ; 
Whose light, among so many lights, 
Was like that star on starry nights, 
The seaman singles from the sky, 
To steer his bark for ever by ! 
Thou wert not tliere — so Selim thought, 

And every thing seem'd drear without thee 
But, ah! thou wert, thou wert, — and biougiil 

Thy charm of song all fresh about thee 
Mingling unnoticed with a band 
Of lutanists from many a land. 
And veil'd by such a mask as shades 
The features of young Arab maids, — 
A mask that leaves but one eye free. 
To do its best in witchery, — 
She roved, with beating heart, around. 

And waited, trembling, for the miiuita^ 
When she might try if still the sound 

Of her loved lute had magic in it 



The board was spread with fruits and wine | 
With grapes of gold, like those tluit shiuo 
On Casbm's hills: — pomegranates full 

Of melting sweetness, and the pean^ 
And sunniest apples that Caubul 

In all its thousand gardens bears ;*« 
Plantains, the golden and the green, 
Malaya's nectar'd mangusteen ; 
Pnmee of Bokhara, and sweet nuts 

From the far groves oi SaoMurcaiid 
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And Basra dates, and apricots, ' 

Seed of the Sun, from Iran's land ;— 
With rich conserve of Visna cherries, 
Of orange flowers, and of those berries 
That, wild and fresh, the young gazeUes 
Feed on in Erac's rocky dells. 
All these in richest vases smile, 

In baskets of pure sandal-wood, 
And urns of porcelain from that isle 

Sunk undenieath the Indian flood. 
Whence oft the lucky diver brings 
Vases to grace the halls of kings. 
Wines, too, of every clime and hue, 
Around their liquid lustre threw ; 
Amber Roeolli, — the bright dew 
From vineyards of the Green-Sea gushing 
And Shiraz wine, that richly ran 

As if tliat jewel, large and rare, 
The ruby for which Kublai Khan 
Offer'd a city's wealth, was blushing, 

Melted within the goblets th»e! 

And amply Selim quafik of each, 

And seems resolved the flood shall reach 

His inward heart, — shedding around 

A genial deluge, as they run, 
That soon shall leave no spot uudrowii'i^ 

For Lcve to rest his wings upon. 
He little knew how well the boy 

Can float upon a goblet's streams. 
Lighting them with his smile of joy ; — 

As bards have seen hun in their dieami^ 
Down the blue Ganges laughing glide 

Upon fc rosy lotus wreath, 



^-= 



dkkching new lustre from the tide 
That with hu itoa^ shone beneath. 

But what are cups, without the aid 
Of song to speed them as they flow ? 

And aee — a lovely Georgian maid. 
With all the bloom, the freahen'd glow 

Of her own country maidens* looks, 

When warm they rise from Teflis' brooks; 

And with an eye, whose restless ray. 
Full, floiting, dark — oh, he who knows 

His heart is weak, of Heav'n should pray 
To guard hira from such eyes as those I — 
With a voluptuous wildness flings 
Her snowy hand across the strings 
Of a syrinda, and thus sings : — 

Come hither, come hither— by night and by dsy^ 
We linger in pleasures that never are gone ; 

Like the waves of the summer, as one dies awmy. 
Another as sweet and as shining comes on. 

And the love that is o'er, in expiring, gives biith 
To a new one as warm, as unequallM in bliss ; 

And, oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth, 
It is this, it ia this. 

Here maidens are sighing, and fragrant their sigh 
As the flow'r of the Amra just oped by a bee ; 

And precious their tears as that rain from the sky, 
Which turns into pearls as it falls in tlie sea. 

Oh ! think what the kiss and the smile must be woitli 
When the sigh and the tear are so perfect in bliss 

And own if there be an El/sium on earth. 
It is this, it is this. 
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H^sre sparkles the nectar, that^ hallowed sy love^ 
Could draw down those angels of old from their sphere^ 

Who for wine of this earth left the fountains above, 
And forgot heav'n^ stars for the eyes we have here 

And, blessM with the odor our goblet gives forth, 
Wliat Spirit the sweets of his Edon would mim ? 

Fo( oh ! if there be an Elysium on eaxth, 
It is this, it is this. 



The Georgian's song was scaicely mute. 

When the same measure, sound for sonn 1, 
Was caught up by another lute, 

And so divinely breathed around, 
That all stood hush'd and wondering, . 

And tttmM and lookM into the air, 
As if they thought to see the wing 

Of Israfil, the angel, there ; — 
ISo pow'rfully on ev'ry soul 
That new, enchanted measure stole. 
While now a voice, sweet as the note 
Of the charm'd lute, was heard to float 
Along its chords, and so entwine 

Its sounds with theirs, that none kncrw whetiiei 
The voice or lute was most divine. 

So wondrously they went together : — 

Tliere 's a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has UAMf 
When two, that are linkM in one heav'nly tie. 

With heart never changing, and brow never cold. 
Love on through all ills, and love on till they die ! 

One hour of a passion so sacred is worth 
Whole ages of heartless and wandering bliss 

And, oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth. 
It is this, it is this. 
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T was not the air, t was not the wordiy 
But that deep magic ia the chcH^ 
And in the lips, that gave such powV 
As Music knew not till that hour. 
At once a hundred voices said, 
** U. is the mask'd Arabian raaid!* 
While Selifli, who had felt the stnua 
Deepest of any, and had lain 
Some minutes rapt, as in a trance, 

After the fairy sounds were o'er, 
Too inly touch'd for utterance, 

Now motion'd with his hand for mora 

Fly to the desert, fly with me. 
Our Arab tents are rude for thee ; 
But, oh ! the choice what heart can douhti 
Of tents with love, or thrones without ? 

Our rocks are rough, but smiling there 
Th' acacia waves her yellow hair, 
Lonely and sweet, nor loved the less 
For flow'ring in a wildemeae. 

Our sands are bare, but down their slope 

The silv'ry-footed antelope 

As gracefully and gayly springs 

As o'er the marble courts of kings. 



Then come — thy Arab maid will he 

The loved and lone acacia*tree, 

The antelope, whose feet shall bless 

With their light sound thy lonelineM 
19 • 



(Ml ! there are looks and tones th«t dait 
An instant sunshine through the heart, — 
As if the soul that minute caught 
Some treason it through life Lad scnght ; 

As if the very lips and eyes, 
Predestined to have all our sighs, 
And never be forgot again, 
Sparkled and spoke before us then * 

So came thy ev*ry glance and tone 
Wlien first on me they breathed and shone ; 
New, as if brought from other spheres, 
Yet welcome as if loved for years. 

Then fly with me, — if thou hast known 
No other flame, nor falsely thrown 
A gem away, that thou hadst sworn 
Should ever in tliy heart be worn. 

Come, if the love thou hast for me. 
Is pure and fresh as mine for thee, — 
Fresh as the fountain under ground. 
When first t is by the lapwing found. 

But if for me thou dost forsake 
Some other maid, and rudely break 
Her worshipped image from its base 
To give to me the ruin'd place , ^ 

Then, fare thee well — IM rather miik* 
My bower upon some icy lake 
When thawing suns begin to shine^ 
Than trust to love so false as thine * 
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There was a pathos in this lay, 

That, ev*n without enchantment % ait, 
Wouifi instantly have found its way 

Deep into Selim's horning heart , 
But, breathing, as it did, a tone 
To earthly lutes and lips unknown ; 
With every ch(»d fnssh from the tmiea 
Of Musie's Spirit — 't was too much ! 
Starting, he dashM away the eup, — 

Which, all the time of this sweet air. 
His hand had held, untasted, up, 

As if 't were fixM by magic there, - • 
And naming her, so long unnamed, 
So long unseen, wildly exclaim'd, 
^ Oh Nourmahal ! oh Nourmahal ! 

Hadst thou but sung this witching strain, 
I could forget — forgive thee all. 

And never leave those eyes again." 

The mask is off — the charm is wrought-* 
And Selim to his heart has caught, 
In blushes, more than ever bright. 
His Nourmahal, his Haram's Light ! 
And well do vanish'd frowns enhance 
The charm of every brightenM glance ; 
And dearer seems each dawning smile 
For having lost its light awhile ; 
And, happier now for all her sighs, 

As en his arm her head reposes. 
She whispers him, with laughing eyes, 

'*Rem3mber, love, the Feast of Aoses^ * 
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pADLAPKEif, at the conclusion of this light ihapvody 
took occasion to sum up his opinion of the young Cash 
DMirian^ poetry, — of which, he trusted, they had that 
evening heard the last Having recapitulated the 
epithets, " frivolous ** — " inharmonious " — " nonsensi« 
cal," he proceeded to say that, viewing it in the most 
favorable light, it resembled one of those Maldivian 
boats, to which the Princess had alluded in the relation 
of her dream, — a slight, gilded thing, sent adrift with- 
out rudder or ballast, and with nothing but vapid sweets 
and faded flowers on board. The profusion, indeed of 
flowers and birds, which this poet had ready on all 
occasions, — not to mention dews, gems, &c. r— was a 
most oppressive kind of opulence to his hearers ; and 
had the unlucky effect of giving to his style all the 
glitter of the flower-garden without its method, and all 
the flutter of the aviary without its song. In addition 
to this, he chose his subjects badly, and was always 
most inspired by the worst parts of them. The charms 
of paganism, the merits of rebellion, — these were the 
themes honored with his particular enthusiasm ; and, in 
the poem just recited, one of his most palitable passages 
was in praise of that beverage of the Unfaithful, wine ; 
— " being, perhaps," said he, relaxing into a smile, as 
conscious of his own character in the Haram on tliis 
point, ^ one of those bards whose fancy owes all its 
illumination to the grape, like that painted porcelain, 
fo curious and so rare, whose images are only visible 
when liquor is poured into it" Upon the whole, it was 
hia opinion, &oni the specimens which they had heard* 



LALXA BOOKfl. 



99ft 



uid wHicli, he he^r^ed to say, were the most tirawHiie 
pfirt of the journey, that — whatever other merits this 
well-dressed young gentleman might possess — poetty 
was hy no means his proper avocation ; ** and indeed," 
concluded the critic, ** from his fondness for flowcni 
and for birds, I would venture to suggest that a florist 
or a bird-catcher is a much more suitable calling for 
him than a poet** 

They had now begun to asqend those barren moon- 
tains, which separate Cashmere from the rest of India ; 
and, as the heats were intolerable, and the time of their 
encampments limited to the few hours necessary for 
refreshment and repose, there was an end to all thehr 
delightful evenings, and Lalla Rookh saw no more of 
Feramorz. She now felt that her short dream of hap- 
piness was over, and that she had nothing but the 
recollection of ifs few blissful hours, like the one 
draught of sweet wato" that serves the camel across 
the wilderness^ to be her heart's refreshment during the 
dreary waste of life that was before her. The blight 
that had Fallen upon her spirits soon found its way to 
her cheek, and her ladies saw with regret — though not 
without some suspicion of the cause — that the beauty 
cf their mistress, of which they were almost as proud 
as of their own, was fast vanishing away at the veiy 
moment of all when she had most need of it What 
must the King of Bucharia feel, when, instead of llio 
lively and beautiful Lalla Rookh, whom the poets of 
Delhi had described as more perfect than the divinest 
images in the house of Azor, he should receive a pale 
Bnd inanimate victim, upon whose cheek neither health 
nor pleasure bloomed, and from whose eyes Love had 
fled, -^ to hide himself in her heart ? 

If any thing could have charmed away the tmA 
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•ncaoly of hei spirits, it would have been the fresh 
airs and onchanting scenery of that Valley, which the 
Persians so justly called the Unequalled. Bat neitlier 
tlte coolness of its atmosphere, so luxurious after toil- 
ing up those bare and burning mountains, — neither 
the splendor of the minarets and pagodas, that slione 
out from the depth of its woods, nor the grottoes, her- 
mitages, and miraculous fountains, which make every 
spot of that region holy ground, — neither the countless 
waterfalls, that rush into the Valley from all those high 
and romantic mountains that encircle it, nor the fair 
city on the Lake, whose houses, roofed with flowers, 
appeared at a distance like one vast and variegated 
parterre ; — not all these wonders and glories of tlie 
most lovely country under tlie sun could steal her heoit 
for a minute from those sad thoughts, which but dark- 
ened, and grew bitterer every step she advanced. 

The gay pomps and processions tliat met her upon 
her entrance into the Valley, and the magnificence wiih 
which the roads all along were decorated, did honor to 
the taste and gallantry of the young King It was 
night when they approached tJie city, and, for tlie last 
two miles, they had passed under arches, thrown from 
hedge to hedge, festooned with only those rarest roses 
from which the Attar Gul, more precious than gold, is 
distilled, and illuminated in rich and fanciful forms 
with lanterns of the triple-colored tortoise-shell of Pegu. 
Sometimes, from a dark wood by the side of the load, 
a display of fireworks would break out, so sudden and 
so brilliant, that a Brahmin might fancy he beheld that 
grove, in whose purple shade the God of Battles wafl 
bom, bursting into a flame at the moment of his birth; 
— wliile, at other times, a quick and playful irrad 'ation 
contiu'ied to brighten all the fields and gardens bv 
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which they passed, forming a line of dancing lights 
■long the horizon ; like tlie meteors of the north as 
they are seen by those hunters, who pursue the white 
and blue foxes <m the confines of the Icy Sea. 

These arches and fireworks deUghted the Ladies of 
the Princess exceedingly ; and with their usual good 
logic, they deduced from his taste for illuminations^ 
tliat the King of Bucharia would make the most exem- 
plary husband imaginable. Nor, indeed, could Lalls 
Rookh herself help feeling the kindness and splendor 
with which the joung bridegroom welcomed her ; — 
but she also felt how painful is the gratitude, which 
kindness from those we cannot love excites ; and that 
their best blandishments come over the heart with all 
that chilling and deadly sweetness, which we can fancy 
in the cold, odoriferous wind that is to blow over this 
earth in the last days. 

The marriage was fixed for the morning after her 
airival, when she was, f(»r the first time, to be presented 
to the monarch in that Imperial Palace beyond the 
lake, called the Shalimar. Though never before had a 
night of mare wakeful and anxious thought been passed 
in the Happy Valley, yet, when she rose in the morning 
and her Ladies came around her, to assist in the adjust- 
ment of the bridal ornaments, they thought they had 
n^ver seen her look half so beautiful What she had 
lest of the bloom and radiancy of her charms waa more 
than made up by that intellectual expression, tliat soul 
beaming from the eyes, which is worth all the rest of 
loveliness. When they had tinged her fingers with the 
Henna leaf, and placed upon her brow a small coronet 
of jewels, of the shape worn by the ancient Queens of 
Bucharia, they flung over her head the rose-colored 
liridal veil, and she proceeded to the baige that wae iA 



eoDToy bflr aeroti tlie lake;«>fir8t luwiiig** with i 
mournful look, the little Mnutet of conMliaA wkiiak hm 
fiuher at porting had hung about her neck. 

The moming was as fresh and fiiir a^ the maid cs 
vrhoae nuptials it rosev and the shining lake all coveied 
wiUi boat8» the minstrels pUying upon the shorus of the 
islands, and the crowded summer-houses on the green 
hills around, with shawls and banners waving fixun 
their roofs, presented such a picture ef animated 
rejoicing, as only she who was the object of it all, did 
not feel with transport To Lalla Rookh alone it was 
% melancholy pageant ; nor could she have even home 
to look upon the scene, were it not for a hope that, 
among the crowds around, she might once more perhaps 
catch a glimpse of Feramorz. So much was her 
imagination haunted by this thought, that there was 
scarcely an islet or boat she passed on the way, at 
which her heart did not flutter with the momentary 
ftincy that he was there. Happy, in h^ eyes, the bum- 
blest slave upon whom the light of his dear looks foil ! 
-'In the barge immediately after the Princess sal 
Fadladeen, wkh his silken curtains thrown widely apart, 
that all mig^t have the benefit of his august presence^ 
and with fads head full of the speech he was to deiivev 
to the King, *' concerning Feramorz, and literature, and 
the Chabuk, as connected therewith." 

They new Lad entered the canal which leads from tha 
Lake to the splendid domes and saloons of the Shaliiiiar, 
and went gliding on through the gardens that ascended 
fipom each bank, full of flowering shrubs Uiat made tha 
air au perfume ; while from the middle of the caaot 
rose jets of water, smooth and unbroken, to such a 
daialing height^ that they stood like tall pillars of 
diamond in the sunshinew Aflor sailing under the 
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uches pf wioufl saloons, they at length arrived at 
the last and most magnificeut, wbere the monarch 
awaited the coming of his bride ; a ad such was the 
agitation of her heart and frame, that it was witb 
difficulty she could walk up the marble steps whicL 
were covered with cloth of gold for her ascent froi: the 
barge. At the end of the hall stood two thrones, as 
inecious as the Cerulean Throne of Coolburga, on one 
of which sat Aliris, the youthful King of Bucharia, anc 
on the other was, in a few minutes, to be placed the 
most beautiful Princess in the world. Immediately 
upon the entrance of Lialla Rookh into the saloon, the 
monarch descended from his throne to meet her ; but 
scarcely had he time to take her hand in his, when she 
screamed with surprise, and fainted at his feet It was 
Feramorz himself that, stood before her ! — Feramorz, 
was, himself, the Sovereign of Bucharia, who in this 
disguise had accompanied his young bride from Delhi 
and, having won her love as an humble minstrel, now 
amply deserved to enjoy it as a King. 

The consternation of Fadladeen at this discovery 
was, for the moment, almost pitiable. But change of 
opinion is a resource too convenient in courts for this 
experienced courtier not to avail himself of it His 
criticisms were all, of course, recanted instantly : he 
was seized with an admiration of the King's verses, as 
anbounded as, he begged him to believe, it was disin- 
terested ; and the following week saw him in possession 
of an additional place, swearing by all the Saints of 
Islam that never had there existed so great a poet as 
the Monarch Aliris, and, moreover, ready to prescribe 
his favorite regimen of the Chabuk for every man, 
woman, and child that dared to think otherwise. 

Of the happiness of the King and Queen of Bucharia. 

90 
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after such a beginxung, there can be but little doubt 
and, among the lesser symptoma, it is recorded of LaJla 
^ookh, tliat, to the day of her death, in memory of their 
delightful journey, she neve; called the King by a^f 
Uher name than FeramoHi 
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ODE L 

I SAW the smiling bard of pleasure, 
The minstrel of the Teian measure 9 
T was in a vision of the night, 
He beamM upon my wondering sight 
1 heard his voice, and warmly press'c 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 
His tresses wore a silvery d}e 
But Beauty sparkled in his eye ; 
Sparkled in his eyes of fire, 
Through the mist of soft desire. 
His lip exhaled, whene'er he sigh'd, 
The fragrance of the racy tide ; 
And, as with weak and reeling feet. 
He came my cordial kiss to meet, 
An infant, of the Cyprian band, 
Guided him on with tender hand. 
Quick from his glowing brows he diwr 
His braid, of many a wanton hue ; 
I took the wreath, whose inmost twine 
Breathed of him and blush'd with wins, 
I hung it o'er my thoughtless brow, 
And ah ! I feel its magic now : 
I feel that even his garland's touch 
Can nuike the bosom love too much. 
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ODE n. 

Gm me the harp of epic song, 
Which Homer's finger ihrillM alon^; 
But leor away the aanguine stringy 
For WOT ii not the theme t aiiig» 
Proclaim the laws of festal ritCt 
I 'm mo natch of the hoard to-ni^ht ■ 
And all aground ahaU bhm aa high, 
And quaif the tide as deep as L 
And when the ci listeria [neliowing dews 
Their wann enchanting balm inftiae. 
Our feet fhixll catch th* elaatic bound, 
And ree. ub through the dancers round. 
Great Bacchna ! w© shall sing to tbee, 
In wild but sweet ebriety ; 
Flashing around such sparks of though^ 
As Bacchus could alone have taught 



Then, give the harp of epic song, 
Whidi HomePs finger IhrilPd along i 
But tear aw&]r the eaugitine strin|f, 
For war is not the thema I sing 
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ODE m. 

Listen to the Muse*8 lyre, 
Master of the pencil's fire ! 
Sketch'd in pointing's bold display 
Many a city first portray ; 
Many a city, revelling free, 
Full of loose festivity. 
Picture then a rosy train, 
Bacchants straying o'er the plain , 
Piping, as they roam along, 
Roundelay or shepherd-song. 
Paint me next, if painting mav 
Such a theme as this portray, 
All the earthly heaven of love 
These delighted mortals prove. 



ODE IV. 



Vulcan! hear your gloriww task 
I do not from your labors ask 
In gorgeous panoply to shine, 
For war was ne'er a sport of mine, 
No — let me have a silver bowl. 
Where I may cradle all my soul ; 
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Bat mind that, oVr its simple frame 
No mimic constellations flame ; 
Nor grave apon the swelling side 
Orion, scowling o'er the tide. 
I care not for the glitt'ring wain, 
Nor yet the weeping sister train. 
But let the vine luxuriant roll 
ItB blushing tendrils round the bowl. 
While many a rose-lippM bacchant maid 
Is culling clusters in their shade 
Let sylvan gods, in antic shapes, 
Wildly press the gushing grapes, 
And flights of Loves, in wanton play, 
Wing Uirough the air their winding way 5 
While Venus from her harbor green, 
Looks laughing at the joyous scene. 
And young Lyieus by her side 
Sits, worthy of so bright a bride. 



ODE V, 



Sculptor, wouldst thou glad my soalf 
Grave for me an ample boisl, 
Worthy to shine in hall or bower, 
When spring-time brings the reveller's hom 
Grave it with themes of chaste design, 
Fit for a simple board like mine. 
Display not there the barbarous rites 
In which religious zeal delights * 
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Nor any tale of tragic fate 
Which History shudders to rebate* 
No —cull thy fancies from above, 
Themes of heav'n and themes of love. 
Let Bacchus, Jove's ambrosial boy. 
Distil the grape in drops of joy, 
And while he smiles at every tear, 
Let warm-eyed Venus, dancing near. 
With spirits of tlie genial bed. 
The dewy herbage deftly tread. 
Let Love be there, without his arms, 
In timid nakedness of charms ; 
And all the Graces, link'd with Love. 
Stray, laughing, through the shadowy 
While rosy boys disporting rouncu 
In circlets trip the velvet ground. 
But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 
I tremble for the rosy boys 



ODE VL 



As late I sought the spangled boweA«» 
To cull a wreath of matin flowers, 
Where many an early rose was weepiag^ 
I found the urchin Cupid sleeping. 
I caught the boy, a goblet's tide 
Was richly mantling by my side, 
I caught him by his downy wing, 
And whelmM him in the racy spring 
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Then drank I down the poi8on*d boiwl 
And Love now nestles in my souL 
Oh yes, my soul is Cupid's nest} 
I feel him flutteringr in my breast 
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ODE vn. 

The women tell me every day 
That all my bloom has pass'd away 
•* Behold," the pretty wantons cry, 
<* Behold this mirror with a sigh ; 
The locks upon thy brow are few, 
And, like the rest, they 're witliering too . • 
^^Whether decline has thinnd my haiijv 
I 'm sure I neither know nor care ; 
But this I know, and this I feel. 
As onward to the tomb 1 steal. 
That still as death approaches nearer. 
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer , 
And had I but an hour to live, 
That little hour to bliss 1 'd give 
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ODE vin. 



'-LV 



I CARS not for the idle state 

Of Persia's king, tne rich, the great: 

1 envy not the monarch's throne. 

Nor wish the treasured gold my own. 

But oh ! be mine the rosy wreath. 

Its freshness o'er my brow to breathe ; 

Be mine the rich perfumes that flow, 

To cool and scent my locks of snow. 

To-day 1 11 haste to quaff my wine, 

As if to-morrow ne'er would shine ; 

But if to-morrow comes, why then 

1 11 haste to quaff my wine again. 

And thus while all our days are bright, 

Nor time has dimm'd their bloomy light, 

Let us the festal hours beguile 

With mantling cup and cordial smile ; 

And shed from each new bowl of wine 

The richest drop on Bacchus' shrine. 

For Death may come, with brow unpleasant. 

May come, when least, we wish him present^ 

And beckon to the sable shore, 

And grimly bid us —^ drink no mora . 
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ODE UL 

I PKAT thee» by the gods above, 
Give mc the miglity bowl I love, 
And let me sing, in wild delight, 
* I will — I will be mad to-night ! " 
Alcmeon once, as legends tell, 
Was frenzied by the fiends of hell ; 
Orestes too, with naked tread, 
Frantic paced the mountain-head ; 
And why ? a murder'd mother's shade 
Haunted them still where'er they strav^d. 
But ne'er could I a murderer be, 
The grape alone shall bleed by me , 
Yet can I shout, with wild delignt, 
** I will — I will be mad to-night ! " 

Alcides' self, in days of yore, 
In brued his hands in youthful gore, 
And brandish'd, with a maniac joy, 
The quiver of th' expiring boy : 
And Ajax, with tremendous shield. 
Infuriate scour'd the guiltless field. 
But I, whose hands no weapon ask, ^ 
No armor but this joyous flask ; 
The trophy of whose frantic houn 
Is but a scatter'd wreath of flowert, 
Ev'n I can sing with wild delight, 
* I will — I will be mad to-night I " 
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ODE X. 

How am I to punish thee, 
For the wrong thou 'at done to mt 
Silly swallow, pratkig thing — 
Shall I clip that wheeling wing? 
Or, as Tereus did, of old, 
(So the fabled tale is told,) 
Shall I tear that tongue away. 
Tongue that uttered such a hiy t 
Ah, how thoughtless hast thoa 
Long b^ore the dawn was scrd^v 
When a dream came o'er mj i^andf 
Picturing her I worship, kiiH^ 
Just when I was nearly biest, 
Loud thy matins broke my nsst ! 



ODE XL 



^Tmmj^ me, gentle youth, I pray tfiM 

What in purchase shall I pay thee 

For this little waxen toy, 

Image of the Paphian boy?" 

Thus I said, the other day. 

To a youth who pass'd my way < 
su 
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^ Sir,** (lie answered, and the while 

Answered all in Doric style,) 

<" Take it, for a trifle take it ; 

rr was not I who dared to make k i 

No, believe me, *t was not I ; 

Oh, it has coat me many a si^h. 

And I can no longer keep 

Little gods, who murder sleep ! " 

^llere, then, here," (I said with joj,) 

" Here is silver for the boy : 

He shall be my boeom guest, 

Idol of my pious breast! * 

Now, young Love, I have thee miiM^ 

Warm me with that torch of thine ; 

Make me feel as i have felt, 

Or thy waxen frame shall melt : 

I must bum with warm desire, 

Or thou, my boy — in yonder fire 



ODE xn 



Thet tell how Atys, wild with love, 
Roams the mount and haunted grove ; 
Cybele's name he howls around, 
The gloomy blast returns the sound! 
Oft too, by Claros' haunted spring, 
The votaries of the laurelPd king 
Quaff the inspiring, magic stream, 
And rave in wild, prophetic dream. 
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fiut frenzipd dreams art* not for me 
Great Bocchius ib my deity ! 
Full of mirth and full of him, 
Wliile floating odors roand me swim, 
While mantling bowls are full sup{»lied| 
And you sit blushing by my side, 
1 will be mad and raving too — 
Mad, my girl, with love for you ! 



ODE XIIL 



I wftT^ 1 will, the conflict *8 past, 

And 1 11 consent to love at last 

Cupid has long, witli smiling art, 

Invited me to yield my heart ; 

And 1 have, thought that peace of miiid 

Should not be for a smile resigned : 

And so rcpcird the tender lure, 

And hoped my heart would sleep secai«i 



But, slighted in his boasted chrnns. 
The angry infant flew to arms ; 
lie slung his quiver's golden frame. 
He took his bow, his shafts of flaine. 
And proudly summonM me to yield. 
Or meet him on the martial fleld. 
And what did I unthinking do ? 
I took to arms, undaunted, too* 
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Assumed tfie corslet, shield, and spetr, 
And, like Peiides, smiled at fear. 
Then (hear it, all ye powers above ! ) 
I fought with Love ! I foa^ht with Lc?e 
And now his arrows all were shed. 
And I had just in terror fled — 
When, heaving an indignant sigh, 
To see me thus unwounded fly. 
And, having now no other dart, 
He shot himself into my heart ! 
My heart — alas the luckless day ! 
Received the god, and died away. 
Farewell, farewell, my faithless shield 
Thy lord at length is forced to yield. 
Vain, vain, is every outward care, 
The foe 's within, and triumphs there. 
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ODE XIV. 



Count me, on the summer trees^ 
Every leaf thai courts the breeze , 
Count me, on the foamy deep, ** 

Every wave that sinks to sleep ; 
Then, when you have numbeHd theM 
Billowy tides and leafy trees. 
Count me all the flames I prore, 
All the gentle nymphs I lo' e. 
First, of pure Athenian maids 
Sporting in their olive shades, 
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You may reckon just a score. 
Nay, I 'U grant you iiileen more. 
In the famed Corinthian grove, 
Where such cotmtless wantons rove, 
Chains of beauties may be found, 
Chains, by which my heart is bound ; 
There, indeed, are nymphs divine, 
Dangerous to a soul like mine. 
Many bloom in Lesbos* isle ; 
Many in Ionia smile ; 
Rhodes a pretty swarm can boast; 
Caria too contains a host 
Sum tliem all — of brown and fair 
You may count two thousand there. 
What, you stare ? I pray yon, peace 
More I '11 find before I cease. 
Have 1 told you all my flames, 
'Mong the amorous Syrian dames ? 
Hive I numberM every one. 
Glowing under Egypt's sun ? 
Or the nymphs, who, blushing sweet, 
Deck the shrine of Love in Crete ; 
Where the God, with festal play. 
Holds eternal holiday ? 
Still in clusters, still remain 
Gades' warm, desiring train ; 
Still there lies a myriad more 
On the sable India's shore ; 
These, and many far removed. 
All are loving — all are loved 
91* 
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Tbli. as, why:, my sweetest iom. 
Thus your huinid pinions move. 
Shedding through the air in showwi 
Elsscnce of the balmiest flowers? 
Tell me whither, whence you rov«b 
Tell roe all, my sweetest (kMre 



Curious stranger, I belong 
To the bard of Teian song ; 
With his mandate now 1 fly 
To the nymph of azure eye ; — 
She, whose eye has madden'd maaf. 
But the poet more than any. 
Venus, fmr a hymn of love, 
Warbled in her votive grove, 
(T was in sooth a gentle lay,) 
Gave me to the bard away. 
See me now his faithful minion. •-*- 
Thus with sofUy-gliding pittioB» 
To his lovely girl I bear 
Songs of passion through the afar. 
Oft he blandly whispers me, 
"Soon, my bird, 1 11 set yon fie«u* 
But in vain he 11 bid me fly, 
I shall serve him till I die. 
Never could my plumes sustam 
Ruffling winds and chilling rain. 



ai»Bt or AiTAf ] 

O^er die plaim, or in the dell| 
On te moonlUB's aavage twell^ 
Seeking in the deeeit wood 
Gloomy shelter^ nurtie food. 
Now I lead o life of ease, 
Far from rustic haunts like these. 
From Anaereoo's hand i eat 
Food delicioaB, viands sweet; 
Flutter o'er his goblet's brm, 
Sip the foamy wine with htOL 
Then when I have wanton'd round 
To his lyre's befmling sound } 
Or with gently-moving wings 
Fann'd the minstrel while he singe 
On his harp I sink in slumbers. 
Dreaming still of dulcet nnmbersi 



This is all <— away —away -— 
You have made me waste the day. 
How I Ve ehatler'd ! prating eiow 
Never yet did chatter sol 



ODE XVL 



Thou, whose soft and rosy hoen 
Mimic form and soul infuse, 
Best of painters, come, portray 
The lovely maid that 'b for awqr 
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Far awJiy, my soul 1 tJirm art, 
"Bni I Ve thy bcaiitisf? all by hemnm 
Faint her jetty niig:let8 playing-, 
Silky Incks, like tciidrili^ ^^1^7 ^n^r 
AjicIt if i>ajming hath live a kill 
To mnitc tlie spicy balm diRtiJ, 
Let every UttJc lock exhale 
A m^^U of perfume on the "olt 
W lie re her tresses' curly fiuv^ 
Darkles o^cr tfie brow of siKiir, 
Let lior forehead beam to li|jht, 
Jl'irnishM as the ivory brigliL 
Let her eyebrows smoothly rise 
In jetty orehos o'er her eyes, 
Each, a crcgcejii gently g^liding-, 
J udt commingling^ jotit dividing* 



"Rut;, hftst thou any Eparltlos warm, 
The liiFhtning- of her eyes lu fijrm f 
Iret tliem effuse the azure nyw 
That in Minerva's glances blajra, 
ili.v*d witJ- the liquid li^ht that lies 
In Cytherea^s languid eyea. 
O'er htir nose and cheek be shed 
Fliisliing white and sortenM red } 
Mingling tints, a9 when there glowi 
In snoivy milk thR bashful rose. 
Then her lip, so rich in bliaseo, 
Sweet petitioner for kisses, 
Rosy neitt, where lurka Pcrsnasioiii 
Mutely courting Love's invasion, 
r^ext, beneath tlie ¥elvet chin, 
Whose dimplir hidca a Love wiibi% 
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Iffonld her neck wkh fraee deeeendiay, 
In a heaven of beauty ending ; 
While coantlesB charaia, above, b^ofir. 
Sport and flatter round its snovr. 
Now let a floating, lucid yeHk 
Shadow her form^ but not conceal ; 
A charm may peep, a hue may beam, 
And leave the rest to Fancy's dream. 
Enough — h is she ! t is aU I seek \ 
It glows, it lives, it soon will speak! 



ODE xvn. 

Ain> now with all thy pencilVi ttfoAf 
Portray Bathyllus, lovely youth ! 
Let his hair, in masses bright. 
Fall like floating rays of light ; 
And there the raven's dye confuse 
With the golden sunbeam's hues. 
Let no wreath, with artful twine^ 
The flowing of his locks confine; 
But leave them loose to every breese, 
To take what shape and course they 
Beneath the forehead, fair as snow, 
But flush'd with manhood's early g]oir» 
And guileless as the dews of dawa^ 
Let the majestic brows be drawn^ 
Of ebon hue, enrich'd by gold. 
Such as dark, shining snakes nnfiiUL 
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Mix in h]0 eyea the power alifce^ 
With love to win, with awe to strike; 
Borrow from Mars his look of ire^ 
From Venus her soft glance of fire; 
Blend tliem in such expression here, 
That we by turns may hope and fear ! 

Now from the sonny apple seek 

The velvet down that spreads his cheek , 

And there, if art so far can go, 

Th' ingenious blush of boyhood show. 

While, for his mouth — but no, — in vaia 

Would words its witching charm explaia 

Make it tlie very seat, the throne, 

That Eloquence would claim her own ; 

And let the lips, though silent, wear 

A life-look, as if words were there. 

Next thou his ivoTy neck must trace,. 
]S^loulded with soft but manly grace ; 
Fair as the neck of Paphia's boy. 
Where Paphia's arms have hung in joy. 
Give him the winged Hermes' hand, 
Witl) which he waves his snaky wand ; 
Let Bficchus the broad chest supply. 
And Leda's sons the sinewy thigh ; 
While, through his whole transparent fnuM 
Thou show'st the stirrings of that flame, 
Which kindles, when the first love-sigh 
Steals from the heart, unconscious why. 
But sure thy pencil, though so bright, 
Is envious of the eye's delight, 
Or its enamor'd touch would show 
The shoulder, fair as sunless snow 
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Wliich now in veiling^ shadow lieii 
Removed from all but Fancy's eyes. 
Now, for his feet — but hold — forbear — 
I see the sun-god's portrait there ; 
Why paint Bathyllus ? when, in truth, 
Tliere, in tliat god, thou 'st sketch'd the yoatk 
Enough — let this bright form be niiiid^ 
And send tlie boy to Samos' shrine ; 
Phoebus sliall tJien Batiiyllus be, 
Bathyllus the% the deity 1 



ODE XVIIL 



Now the star of day is high. 
Fly, my girls, in pity fly. 
Bring me ^ine in brimming mii% 
Cool my lip, it bums, it burns ! 
Sunn'd by the meridian fire, 
Panting, languid, I expire. 
Give me all those humid flowers, 
Drop them o'er my brow in showers. 
Scarce a breatliing chaplet now 
Lives upon ray feverish brow ; 
Every dewy rose I wear 
Sheds its tears, and withers theie, 
But to you, my burning heart, 
Wha^can now relief impart? 
Can brimming bowl, or flowret** dew- 
Cool the flaow that scorches you? 



OINS XIX 

Hvma fsctioe yon, gentle miiid, 
Sweet in thie embowering shades 
Sweet the jFoang, the modest tre«b 
Ruffled by the kiasing breeie ; 
Sweet the little founts that weep^ 
Lulling soft the mind to sleep ; 
Hark ! they whisper as they roll. 
Calm persuasion to the soul ; 
Tell me, tell me, is not this 
All a stilly scene of bliss ? 
Who, my giil, would pass it by ? 
Suie^ neither you nor I. 



ODE XX. 



Orb day the Muses twined the hands 
Of infant Loive with flowery bands ; 
And to celestial Beauty gave 
The cafAive inftnt fbr her slaw. 
His nothercomes, with many a teyv 
To ransom her beloved bqy^ 
Ifis mother eoes, but all in nun,— 
He ne'er will leave his chains again 
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Even should they take his chains awajp 
The little captive still would stay. 
** If Uus," he cnes, ^ a bondage be, 
Oh, who could wish for liberty ?" 



ODE XXL 
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iiBscBvc when mother earth is dry, 
She drinks the droppings of the sk^, 
And then the dewy cordial gives 
To ev'ry thirsty plant that liyes. 
The vapors, which at evening weep^ 
Are beverage to the sweUing deep ; 
And when the rosy sun af^jears, 
lie drinks the ocean's misty tears. 
The moon too quaflb her paly stream 
Of lustre, from the solar beam. 
Then, hence with all your sober tlmJdng I 
Since Nature's holy law is drinking; 
I 'U make the laws of nature mine, 
And pledge the universe in wine* 
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ODE XXII. 

The Phrygian rock, that braves the iton^ 
Was once a weeping matron's form; 
And Progue, haplem, frantic maid. 
Is now a swallow in the shade. 
Oh ! that a mirror's form were mine. 
That I might catch that smile divine ; 
And like my own fond fancy be, 
Reflecting thee, and only thee ; 
Or could I be the robe which holds 
That graceful form within its folds ; 
Or, tum'd into a fountain, lave 
Thy beauties in my circling wave. 
Would I were perAime for thy hair, 
To breathe my soul in fragrance there ; 
Or, better still, the rone, that lies 
Close to thy breast, and feels its sighs i 
Or e'en those envious pearls that show 
So faintly round that neck of snow -~ 
Yes, I wouia be a happy gem. 
Like them to hang, to fade like them. 
What more would thy Anacreon be ? 
Or, any thing that touches thee ; 
Nay, sandals for those airy feet — 
E'en to be trod bv them were sweet! 
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ODB XXJH 



^U^) 



1 rrncir wibIi thu languid lyre, 
Thifl warbler of my soul's desire, 
Could raise the breath of song sublioM^ 
To men of fame, in former time. 
But when the soaring theme I try, 
Along the chords my numbers die, 
And whisper, with dissolving tone, 
** Our sighs are given to love alone ! " 
Indignant at the feeble lay, 
I tore the panting chords away, 
Attuned them to a nobler swell. 
And struck again the breathing shell ; 
In all the glow of epic fire. 
To Hercules I wake the lyre. 
But still its fainting sighs repeat, 
•• The tale of love alone is sweet ? " 
Then fare thee well, seductive dream, 
That mad'st me follow Glory's theme ; 
For thou my lyre, and thou my heart. 
Shall never more in spirit part ; 
And all that one has felt so well 
The other shall as sweetlv toil ) 



OBEs xxnr. 

To an that brattte iiv air cf kevfon, 
Sonie boon <^ strength has Nature fffttL 
In forming the majestic bull, 
She fenced with wreatiied horns his skqll 
A hoof of strengtli she lent the steed, 
And wing'd the timorous hare with ppnidL 
She gave the lion fangs of t&nwHf 
And o'er the ocean's crystal nurrar» 
Taught the unnumber'd scaly throsf 
To trace their liquid path along ; 
While for the umbrage of the grove^ 
She plumed the warbling world of loive 

To man she gave, in that proud hoq:^ 
The boon of intellectual power, 
Then, what, oh woman, what, for the«^ 
Was left in Nature's treasury ? 
She gave thee beauty — mightier far 
Than all the pomp and power of war. 
Nor steel, nor fire itself hath power 
Like woman in her conquering hour. 
Be thou but fair, mankind adore thee, 
Smile, and a world is weak before thre I 
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ODE XXV. 



6-^^0- 



Once in each revolving^ year, 
Gentle bird ! we find thee here. 
When Nature wears her summer-veity 
Thou com*st to weave thy simple nest « 
But when the chilling winter lowers. 
Again thou seek^st tlie genial bowirs 
Of Memphis, or the shores of Nile, 
Where sunny hours for ever smile. 
And thus thy pinion rests and roves,-— 
Alas ! unlike the swarm of Loves, 
That brood within this hapless breast, 
And never, never change their nest ! 
Still every year, and all the year. 
They fix their fated dwelling here ; 
And some their infant plumage try. 
And on a tender winglet fly ; 
While in the shell, impregnM with jBres, 
Still lurk a thousand more desires ; « 
Some fronv their tiny prisons peeping. 
And some in formless embryo sleeping. 



Thns peopled, like the vernal groves. 
My breast resounds with warbling Lovoi ; 
One urchin imps the other's feather, 
Then twin-desires they wing together. 
And fast as they thus take their flight, 
Still other urchins sonng to light. 

9S* 
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But u there then no kindly art. 
To choBe these Cupi<la from mj heut f 
Ahf no J f feu-, in sjulnecw fear, 
They will for ever ii<^tio liere t 



ODE XXVI 



TWT tiarp may sing- of Troy*i alaimi^ 

Or tell tlie lale of Theban armfl ; 
With oUier waiB my aong- shdl bum, 
For other wounds my harp ah nil rnount 
T was not the crested wa.mtjr's dart, 
That drank the current of my heart; 
Nor naval anna, nor mailed steed, 
Have made thig vanquishM bosom bleed | 
No — \ WB* from eycB of liqnid blue, 
A host of quiver'd Cupida flew ; 
And now my heart all bleeding lim 
Beneath that anny of the eyetl 



ODE xxvn. 

Wk read the flying €001801*8 name 
Upon his aide, in marka of Hame ; 
And, by their turban'd browa alone, 
The wanriorB of the Eaat are known. 
But in the lovei'a glowing eyesy 
The inlet to hia boaom liea ; 
Through them we aee the amall fkist oiark| 
Where Love has droppM his burning apaik! 



ODE xxvra. 

Aa, by hia Lemnian forgers flame. 
The husband of the Paphian dame 
Moulded the glowing ateel, to form 
Arrowa for Cupid^ thiilling waim ; 
And Venus, aa he plied lua arc. 
Shed honey round escn new-made diil^ 
While Lore, at hand, to fotiah all^ 
TippM eveiy airow'a point with gall ^ 
It chanced the Lord of fiatUea came 
To imk thai deep cave of flama 
T waa from the ranks of war he niab'd 
Ilia spear with many a lifo-drop biuah'd ; 



OHEl 0# JkK4CRKOK 

He ftav the fiery diutSf and smiled 

ConrejnptuouB at the archer-child- 

■* What!" Bald the urchin, ^dosi thou AmilQ? 

Herei hold this little dart awhile. 

And thou wilt find, Uiough smih of Bight, 

My bolts are not ao feathery light-** 



Mars tonk the ihofl — und, oh, thy look, 
Sweei Venus, when tlie shaft he took I — 
Si^^bm^, he felt tlie urchin^e art. 
And cried, in agony of heart, 
** It is not light — I sink wjtii pain ! 
Take — take thy arrow buck agaiji." 
" No," said the child, " it must not he; 
That litUe dart wa^ made for theo 1 " 



ODE XXIX. 



Yes — loving ia a pamful thrill, 
And not to love more painful «till; 
But oh, it is the worst of pain, 
To love and not be Invcd again ! 
Affection now has fled from earth, 
Nor fire of g*?mua, noble birth. 
Nor heavenly virtue, can bcg'oile 
From beaiLty^B cheek one favoring Biiiil& 
Gobi ia the woman's only theme, 
Cold b the tv'oman'a only dieanv 



e»S« OP ANACRXOH. 

Oh ! never be that wretch fbrgiven — 
For^ve him not, indicant heayen ! 
Whoee grovelling^ eyes could fSrat adore, 
Whoee heart could pant for sordid ore. 
Since that devoted thirst began, 
Man has forgot to feel for man ; 
The pulse of social life is dead. 
And all its tender feelings fled ! 
War too has sullied Nature's charms. 
For go»J provokes tlie world to i 
And oh ! the worst of all its arts. 
It rends asunder loving hearts. 



ODE XXX. 



T WAS in a mocking dream of night • 

I fancied I had wings as light 

As a young bird's, and flew as fleet ; 

While Love, around whose beauteous feet, 

I knew not why, hung chains of lead, 

Pursued me, as I trembling fled * 

And, strange to say, as swift as thought, 

8pite of my pinions, I was caught ! 

What does the wanton Fancy mean 

By such a strange, illusive scene ? 

I fear she whispers to my breast, 

That you, sweet maid, have stol'n its rest} 



ODES OF AHACUOK. 

ThAt tJiou^h my fajwy, for a whiles 
Hath hung on [iiany & woman's flmil% 
I 8oon diSBolved each passing vow^ 
Ajui a&*&s wm caught bf k»ve till bow 



ODE XXXL 



Ar^v'd with hjEcinthine rod, 
(Anna enough for such a go^) 
Cupid httde me wing my pace, 
And try with hint tJie rapid rttce, 
0*er many a torrent, wild and deep, 
By tangled brake and jHjndent aieep^ 
With weary foot T panting flew, 
TiJl my brow droppM with chilly dow. 
And now my sou^ exhauated, dying. 
To my lip wa^ famtly flying- ; 
And now ] thought the spark had fled, 
When Cupid htiver'd o'er my hsad, 
And fanning ii^ht his breez.y pjnion, 
Rescued my auiit frotn doaiirti iJocninion; 
Then aaid, in accents haJf-reprcwing, 
** W^hy hoiSt thou been a foe to lovu^ ? ** 



^^i^^ia^^jrl,^'^^ 
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ODE XXXIL 

Strvw me a frafrrant bed of leaves, 
Where lotus witli the myrtle weaves ; 
And while in luxury's dream I sink, 
Let me the balm of Bacchus drink ! 
In this sweet hour of revelry 
Voun^ Love shall my attendant be — 
Dress'd for the task, with tunic round 
His snowy neck and shoulders bound, 
Himself shall hover by my side, 
And minister the racy tide ! 



Oh, swift as wheels that kindling^ roll. 
Our life is hurrying to the goal : 
A scanty dust, to feed the wind, 
Is all the trace H will leave behind. 
Then wherefore waste the rose's bloom 
Upon the cold, insensate tomb ? 
Can flowery breeze, or odor's breath, 
Aflect the still, cold sense of death ? 
Oh no ; I ask no balm to steep 
With fragrant tears my bed of sleep : 
But now, while every pulse is glowing. 
Now let me breathe the balsam flowing 
Now let the rose, with blush of Are, 
Upon my brow in sweets expire ; 
And bring the nymph whose eye hath powei^ 
To brighten even death's cold hour. 



264 ODK8 OP AVACKKOir. 

Yes, Cupid ! ere my shade Tetiie, 
To join the blest elysian choir, 
With wine, and love, and social cheer 
1 11 make my own eiysium here ! 



ODE xxxra. 



uU^! 



rr WAS noon of night, when roand the poto 
The sullen Bear is seen to roll ; 
And mortals, wearied with the day, 
Are slumbering all their cares away : 
An infant, at that dreary hour. 
Came weeping to my silent bower. 
And waked me with a piteous pray^, 
To shield him from the midnight air. 
" And who art thou," I waking cry, 
^ That bidd'st my blissful visions fly ?** 
^ Ah, gentle sire ! ** the infant said, 
** In pity take me to thy shed ; 
Nor fear deceit : a lonely child 
I wander o'er the gloomy wild. 
Chill drops the rain, and not a ray 
Illumes the drear and misty way ! " 



I heard the baby's tale of woe , 

I heard the bitter night-winds blow; 

And sighing for his piteous fate, 

I tiimm'd my lamp and oped the gtlsk 



I 
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T was Love ! the little wandMng 0|irite^ 
His pinion sparkled through the niglit 
I knew him by his bow and dart; 
I knew him by my fluttering heart 
Fondly I take him ki, and raise 
The dying embers' cheering blaze ; 
Press from his dank and clinging half 
The crystals of the freezing air, 
And in my hand and bosom hold 
His little fingers thrilling cold. 

And now the embers' genial ray 
Had warm'd his anxious fears away ; 
** I pray tliee," said the wanton child, 
(My bosom trembled as he smiled,) 
*I pray thee let me try my bow, 
For through the rain I 've wander'd so^ 
That much I fear the midnight shower 
Has injured its elastic power." 
The fatal bow the urchin drew ; 
Swift from the string the arrow flew 
As swiftly flew as glancing flame, 
And to my inmost spirit came ! 
^ Fare thee well ! " I heard him say 
As laughing wild he wing'd away ; 
*• Fare thee well, for now I know 
The rain has not relax'd my bow ; 
It still can send a thrilling dart, 
As thou shalt own with all thy heart * 

99 
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ODE XXXTV- 



'Ab^) 



On thou, or all creation blc«t. 
Sweet insect, tlmt delig-htV to rest 
Upon the wild wood's leafy tops. 
To drink the dew tint morning drop^ 
And chirp thy aong with &uch a glee, 
T*iat happiest king? may envy iJiee, 
Whatever decks the velvet field, 
Wiiate'er the circling seasons yield, 
Wliatcver buds, whatever blowBj 
For thee it buds, for thee it ^towb- 
Nor yet art thou the peasant^a fear, 
To him tliy friendly notes are dear ; 
For thou art mild as matin dew j 
And still, when summer's flowery hue 
Begins to paint the bloomy plain, 
We hear thy sweet prophetic strain ; 
Tlty sweet proplielic strain we hear, 
And bless tJie notes and iJioe revere 1 
The Muses love thy shrilly tone ; 
Apollo calls thee allhis own ; 
T* was he who gave that voice to tlieo, 
T ia he who tunes thy mintftrclsy. 



Uiiwioni by age'a dim Adeline, 

The fadeless blooms of youth are tliUM 
Melodious insect, child of earthy 
Iii wisdom mirthful, wise ia imrth ; 



ODES OF AKAC&EOZf. 967 

Exempt from every weak decay. 
That wiiiicrs vulgar frames away ; 
With not a drop of blood to stain 
The current of tliy purer vein ; 
So blest an age is passM by thea^ 
Tiiou seem'st — a little deity ! 



ODE XXXV. , A 

CrFii> once upon a bed 

Of roses laid his weary head ; 

Luckless urchin, not to see 

Withm the leaves a slumbering bee , 

The bee awaked — with anger wild 

The bee awaked, and stung the child. 

Loud and piteous are his cries ; 

To* Venus quick he runs, he flics ; 

"Oh, mother! — I am wounded throu|^-* 

] die witli pain — in sooth i do ! 

Stung by some little angry tiling, 

Some perpent on a tiny wing — 

A bee it was — for once, 1 know, 

I heard a rustic call it so." 

Thus he spoke, and she the while 

lieurd him with a soothing smile ; 

Then said, ^ My infant, if so much 

Thou feel the little wild-bees touch, 

How must the heart, ah, Cupid ! be. 

The hapless heart that's stung by thee I* 



^Cf^ 
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ODE XXXVI 

If hoarded gold possess'd the power 

To lengthen life's too ([eetinig hour, 

And purchase from the hand of death 

A little span, a moment's breath. 

How I would love the precious ore ! 

And every hour should swell my store ; 

That when Death came, with shadowy p*nioi% 

To waft me to his black dominion, 

I might, by bribes, my doom delay, 

And bid him call some distant day. 

But, since not all earth's golden stom 

Clin buy for us one bright hour more, 

Why should we vainly mourn our fate. 

Or sigh at life's uncertain date ? 

Nor wealth nor grandeur can illume 

The silent midnight of the tomb. 

No — give to others hoarded treasures — 

Mine be the brilliant round of pleasures ' 

The goblet ri^h, the board of friends, 

Whose social ojuls tlie goblet blends; 

And mine, while yet I 've life to live, 

Those joys Uiat love alone can giw 



ODE xxxvn. 

T WAS ni^ht, and many a circling bowl 
Hail deeply warni'd my thirsty soul ; 
As luird in slumber I was laid, - 
Bright visions o'er my fancy play*d. 
Witii maidens, blooming as the dawn, 
I seem'd to skim the opening lawn ; 
Liffht, on tiptoe bathed in dew, 
We flew, and sported as we flew ! 

Some niddy striplings who lookM on — 
Willi cheeks, that like tlie wine-god's 
Saw me chasing, free and wild. 
These blooming maids, and slyly snuled ; 
Smiled indeed witii wanton glee. 
Though none coold doubt they envied me. 
And still I flew — and now had caught 
The panting nymphs, and fondly thought 
To gatlier from each rosy lip 
A kiss that Jove himself might sip — 
When sudden all ray dreams of joys, 
Blushing nymphs and laughing boya^ 
All were gone ! — " Alas ! " I said, 
Sighing for th' illusion fled, 
** Again, sweet sleep, that scene restore^ 
Oh ! let me dream it o'er and o'er 1 " 
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ODE XXXVIIL 

LvT OS drain the nectai'd bowL 
Ijet TO nise the song of soul 
To him, the god who loves so welt 
The nectai'd bowl, the choral swell ; 
The god who tanght the sons of earth 
To thrid the tangled dance of mirtli ; 
Him, who was nursed with infant Lof«^ 
And cradled in the Paphian grove ; 
Him, that the snowy Queen of Channi 
So ofl has fondled in her arms. 
Oh \ is from him the transport flows, 
Which sweet intoxication knows ; 
With him, the brow forgets its gloom, 
And brilliant graces learn to bloom. 



Behold ! — my boys a goblet bear, 
Whose sparkling foam lights up the all 
Where are now the tear, the si^ ? 
To the winds tiiey fly, they fly ! 
Grasp the bowl ; in nectar sinking ! 
Man of sorrow, drown thy thinking ! 
Say, can the teara we lend to thought 
In life's account avail us aught ? 
Can we discern with all our lore. 
The path we Ve yet to journey o^er ? 
Alas, alas, in ways so dark, 
'T is only wine can strike a spaxk I 
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Thwi let me quaff the foamy tide, 

And through the dance meandering glide; 

Let me imbibe the spicy breath 

Of odors chafed to fragrant death ; 

Or from the lipe of love inhale 

A more ambrosial, richer gale ! 

To hearts that court the phantom Oue, 

Let him retire and cdiroud him tbete • 

While we exhaust the nectar'd bo«d, 

And swefi the choral song of eoul 

To him, tiie god irho loves so wefl 

The nectar'd bowl, the choral sw^ 



ODE XXXIX. 



I 



How I love the fecrtive boy, | 

Tripping through the dance of joy ! 

How I love the mellow sage, 

Smiling through the veil of age ! 

And whene'er this man of yean 

In the dance of joy appears, 

Snows may o^er his head be flung. 

But his h^irt — his heart is young. 



^^=i. 

272 



ODE XL. 

I KNOW that Heaven hath sent me here 
To run tliia mortal life's career ; 
The scenes which I have joumey'd o'er, 
Bctnrn no more — aias ! no more ; 
And oil t)ie path I Ve yet to go, 
I neitlier know nor ask to know. 
Away, then, wizard Care, nor tiiink 
Thy fetters round this soul to link ; 
Never can heart that feels witii me 
Descend to be a slave to thee ! 
And oh ! before tlic vital tbrill 
Which trembles at my heart, is stiH, 
I *11 gather Joy's luxuriant flowers, 
And gild with bliss my fading hours ; 
Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom 
And Venus dance me to the tomb. 



ODE XLL 



WfiEN Spring adorns the dewy scene^ 
ilow sweet to walk the velvet green. 
And hpar the wtwt wind's gentle sighiy 
As o'er the scented mead it flies! 



ooKf or AXfACKMom. 

How iW6et to iimfe tho pooling jvbo^ 

Read/ to bunt in team of wine ; 

And with seme maid, who breathes Ink )m% 

To walk at noontide, through Uie grovo^ 

Or sit m some cool, green recest-** 

Ob, is not thia tme hapfHneas ? 



ODE XUL 



Yes, be the glorious revel minOi 
Where humor sparkles from the wme. 
Around me, let the yoathful choir 
Respond to my enlivening lyre; 
And while the red cup foams aloag, 
Mingle in soul as well as song. 
Thon, while I sit, with flowYets ciowii'A, 
To regulate the goblet's round, 
I^t but the nymph, our banquet's pride, 
Be seated smiling by my side. 
And earth has not a gift or power 
That I would envy in that hour. 
Envy ! — oh never let its blight 
Touch the gay hearts met here to ingfaL 
Far hence be slander's sidelong wouiidt| 
Nor harsh disputes, nor discord's sounds 
Disturb a scene, where all should be 
Attuned to peace and harmony. 
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Cmne, let ns hear the harp's gay noie 
Upon ilic brccae inspiring floaty 
While round us, kindling into love, 
Young maidens tlm>ugh the light dance mora 
Thus blest wiUi mirth, and love, and peace^ 
Sure such a life should never cease . 



ODE XLm. 



WnrLv oar rosy fillets shed 
Freshness o'er each fervid head, 
With many a cup and many a smile 
The festal moments we beguile. 
And while the harp, impassion'd, flings 
Tuneful raptures from its strings. 
Some airy nymph, with graceful bound, 
Keeps measure to the music's sound ; 
Waving, in her snowy hand. 
The leafy Bacchanalian wand, 
Which, as the tripping wanton flies, 
Trembles all over to her sighs. 
A youth the while, with loosen'd hair 
Floating on the listless air. 
Sings, to the wild harp's tender tone, 
A tale of woes, alas ! his own ; 
And oh, the sadness in his sigh, 
As o'er his lip the accents die ! 
Never sure on earth has been 
Ilalf 80 bright, so blest a sccna 
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It seems as Love himself had come 
To make this spot his chosen home ; 
And Venus, too, with all her wiles, 
And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles. 
All. all are here, to hail with me 
The Genius of Festivity ! 



ODE XLIV. 



fiuns of rosei^ virgin flowers, 
Cuird from Cupid's balmy bowers, 
In the bowl of Bacchus steep. 
Till with crimson drops they weep^ 
Twine the rose, the garland twine, 
Every leaf distilling wine ; 
Drink and smile, and learn to think 
That we were born to smile and drink. 
^Bose, thou art the sweetest flower 
That ever drank the amber shower ; 
Rose, thou art the fondest child 
Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph wild* 
Even the Gods, who walk the sky. 
Are amorous of thy scented sigh. 
Cupid, too, in Paphian shades, 
His hair with rosy fillet braids, 
When, with the blushing, sister Graces, 
The wanton winding dance he tfaoes. 
Then bring me, showers of roses bring, 
And shed them o*er me while I sing. 



1 



Or whi1e» freot Bacchus, round thy shriiM^ 
Wreathing my brow with rose and vuie, 
I lead aoroe bright nymph through the daoc«b 
Commingling aoul with eneiy glaacew 



ODE XLV. 



Wtthin this gobiet, rich and deep^ 

I cradle all my woes to aleepi 

Why should we breathe the si^ of ferr, 4^ "^^ 

Or pour the unavailing tear? 

For death will never heed the sigh^ 

Nor soften at the tearful eye; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep^ 

Must all alike be seal'd in sleep. 

Then let us never vainly stray, 

In search of thorns. <Von» p^*»wure*8 way ; 

But wisely quaff the rosy wave, 

Which Bacchus loves, which Bacchus gaie; 

And in the gobtet, rich and dcep^ 

Cradle our crying woes to sleeps 
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ODE XLYL 



<^i^i 



BriTOLn, the young, the ro«y Spring, 
Cives to Ui9 breeze her 9cented wing, 
W hile virgin Graces, warm with May, 
Fling roses o'er her dewy way. 
The murmuring billows of the deep 
Ifnve languishM into silent sleep; 
And mark! tiie Hitting sea-birds lave 
Their plumes in the reflecting wave; 
While cranes from hoary winter fly 
To flutter in a kinder sky. 
Now the genial star of day 
Dissolves the murky clouds away ; 
And cultured field, and winding streao^ 
Are freshly glitterjug in liis beam. 

Now the earth prolific swellq 
With leafy buds and flowery bells 5 
Gemming shoots the olive twine, 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine ; 
All along the branches creeping, 
Through the velvet foliage peeping 
Little infant fruits we see, 
Nursing into U^^^j^ 



^ 
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ODE XLVn. 

Tfs tme, my fading^ years decline, 
Yet can I quaff the brimming wine. 
As deep as aqy striplings fair, 
Whose cheeks tke flush of morning wear; 
And if, amidst the tranton crew, 
I 'm calPd to wind the dance's clew, 
Then shalt thou see this vigorous hand, 
Not faltering on the Bacchant's wand, 
But brandishing a rosy flask. 
The only thyrsus e'er 1 11 dsk ! 

Let those, who pant for Gloiy^ channiy 
Embrace her in the field of arms: 
While my inglorious, placid soul 
Breathes not a wish beyond this bowl. 
Then fill it high, my ruddy slave. 
And bathe me in its brimming wave, 
For though my fading years decay. 
Though manhood's prime hath pass'd awayi 
Like old Silenus, sire divine. 
With blushes borrow'd from my wine 
1 11 wanton 'mid the dancing train, 
And live xny follies o'er again ! 
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ODE XLvra. 

Whkn my thirsty soul I steep. • 

Every sorrow .'b luU'd to sleeps 

Talk of nionarchs ! I am tJien 

Richest, happiest, first of m^o; 

Careless o'er my cup I sing. 

Fancy mokes me more than king 

Gives me wealthy Crcssus' store, 

Can 1, can 1 wish for more? 

Oi>my velvet couch reclining, 

lv7 leaves my brow entwining, 

While my soul expands with gleet 7 ' 

What are kings,and crowns to me? "£- > . . jl ', ' ' M ^-J 

If before my feet they lay, ,., .... 

I would spurn them all away! 

Arm ye, arm ye, men of might, ^" ^"^ * ' ' ' 

Hasten to the sanguine fight ; ~\x^^ ?* v < - '^ ^ r ^ 

But let me, my budding vine! 

Spill no oUier blood than thine. 

Yonder brimming goblet see. 

That alone shall vanquish me — 

Who tliink it better, wiser far 

To fall in banquet than in war 



280 



ODE XLDL 

Whkn Bacchus, Jore% iimnoitil hof^ 
The rosy harbinger of joy, 
Who, with the sunshine of the bowl, 
Tliaws the winter of our soul — 
AVhen to my inmost core he glides. 
And bathes it with his ruby tides^ 
A flow of joy, a lively heat, 
Fires my brain, and wings my feet. 
Calling up round me visions known 
To lovore of the bowl alone. 
Sing, fling of love, let music's sooKd 
In melting cadence float around, 
AVhile, my young Venus, thou and I 
Responsive to its murroure sigh. 
Then waking from our bltssful traitce^ 
Again we 11 sport, again we '11 dance. 



ODS L. 



WnK!f wine T quafl", before my eyes 
Prwtms of poetic glory rise ; 
And freshened by the goblet's dews, 
My soul invokes the heavenly JUuse^ 
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When wine I drink, all 0orrow 's o*er ; 

I think of doubts and fears no more ; 

But scatter to the railing; wind 

Each gloomy phantom of the mind* 

When 1 drink wine, th' ethereal boy 

Bacchus liimself, partakes my joy ; 

And while we dance through vernal bowers. 

Whose ev'ry breath comes fresh from floweHi 

In wine he makes my senses swim. 

Till the gale breathes of naught but him! 



Again T drink, — and, lo, there i 
A calmer light to fill my dreams ; 
The lately ruffled wreath I spread 
Witi steadier hand around my head ; 
Then take the lyre, and sing *^ how blest 
l*he life of him who lives at rest ! " 
But then comes witching wine again, 
With glorious woman in its train ; 
And, while rich perfumes round me rise, 
That seem the breath of woman's sight, 
Bright shapes, of every hue and form, 
Upon my kindling fancy swarm. 
Till tJie whole world of beauty seems 
To crowd into my dazzled dreams! / 



When thus I drink, my heart refines, 

And rises as the cup decimes ; 

Rises in the genial flow, 

That none but social spirits know, 

When, with young revellers, round the bowl^ 

The old themselves grow young in sool I 



cum aw AHACBicnr, 

Oh* when T drink, true joy is mine, 
Thera 'b bliss in every drop of wine* 
Alt other bleeeingp I hava knowti, 
J HcarcL^ly dtired to call my own j 
But tills thfl Fates can n^^'er destroy, 
Till d^th o^ersahodowB ail mjr joj. 
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GO AVIIERE GLORY WAITS THER 

Co where glory waits thee, 
But, while fame elates thee, 

Oh ! still remember me. 
When the praise thou meetest 
To thine ear is sweetest, 

Oh ! then remember me. 
Otlier arms may press tliee, 
Dearer friends caress thee, 
All the joys that bless thee^ 

Sweeter far may be ; 
But when friends are nearest, 
And when joys are dearest. 

Oh! then remember me! 

When, at eve, thou rovesi 
By the star thou lovest, 

Oh ! then remember me. 
Tliink, when home returning, 
Bright we Ve seen it bumin|p» 

Oh ! thus remember me. 
Oil as summer closes, 
When thine eye reposes 
On its liugViiig roses. 
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Once 8o loved by thee, 
Think of her who wove thenii 
Her who made thee love then^ 

Oh! then remember ma 

When, around thee dying, 
Aatumn leaves are lying", 

Oh ! tlien remember me. 
And, at night, when gazing 
On the gay hearth blazing, 

Oh ! still remember me. 
Then should music, stealing 
All the soul of feeling, 
To ihy henrt appealing, 

Draw one tear from thee ; 
Then let memory bring tlice 
Strains 1 used to sing tlieo, — 

Oh! then remember me. 



ERIN. THE TEAR AND THE SMILE 19 
TlllxNE KYIS. 



Ertn, the tear and the smile in thine eyes, 
Blend like tl;e rainbow that hangs in thy 
Shining through sorrow's stream, 
Saddening through pleasure's beam. 
Thy suns with doubtful gleam, 
Weef while they rise. 
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Erin, thy silent tear never shall cease, 
Erin, thy languid snule ne'er shall mci e Me , 

Till, like the rainbow's light, 

Thy various tints unite, 

And form in heaven's sight 
One arch of peace! 



TUB HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH 
TARA'S HALLa 

The harp that once through Tara's halls 

The soul of music shed, 
Now hangs as route on Tara's walls, 

As if that soul were fled. — 
So sleeps the pride of former days. 

So glory's thrill is o'er, 
And hearts, that once beat high for pniM| 

Now feel that pulse no more. 

No more to chiefs and ladies bright 

The harp of Tara swells ; 
The chord alone, that breaks at night. 

Its tale of ruin tells. 
Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes, 

The. only throb she gives. 
Is when some heart indignant lilreaki, 

To show that still she liyes. 
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WAR SONG 

> TKl OLOXZXB OF BSZXV THS BE4V& 

RcMinniKm the glories of Brien the brave, 

Tlio' the days of the hero are o'er; 
Tlio' lost to Mononia, and cold in tne in^ve. 

He returns to Kinkora no more. 
That star of the field, which so often hath poqr d 

Its beam on the battle, is set ; 
But enough of its glory remains on each sword, 

To light lis to victory yet 

Mononia! when Nature embellished the tint 

Of thy fields, and thy mountains so fair. 
Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print 

The foolBtep of slavery there ? 
No! Freedom, whose smile we shall never resign, 

Go, tell our invaders, the Danes, 
That "t is sweeter to bleed for an ago at thy siurine, 

Than to sleep but a moment in chains. 

Forget not our wounded companions, who stood 

In the day of distress by our side ; 
While the moss of the valley grew red with their bloc^ 

They stin'd not, but cfmqner'd and died. 
That sun which now blesses our arms with his light, 

Saw them ftll upon Oasoiy's plain ;-^ 
Oh ! let him not blush, when he leaves us to-night. 

To find that they fell there in vain. 



oil! HREATIIE NOT IHS NAMB. 

On ? brraitho rnvt h'> name, let it sleep in the shadOi 
\Vfiere cold tiiul tinhonnrcd his rchcR are Uiid : 
t^'iil, siltMit, an<l dark, he the? tears that we shed. 
Ad the night-dew that fulls on Uie grass o'er his head. 

But the nijriit-dew that falls, thonsrh in silence it wccpi 
Hhjill brighten with verdure the grave where he sicepi 
And die tear Uiat we shed, tliough in secret it rolls, 
Shall long keep liis memory green in our souls. 



Rial AND RARE WERE TIIE GEMS ffilB 
WOKE. 

Rich and rart Tfere the gems she wnro. 
And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore ; 
I^it oh ! her beauty was far beyc.>nu 
Her sparklimr trenisr, or snow-wliitc wand. 

* I-a^ ! dost thou not fear to stray, 

80 lone and lovely through this bleak way ? 

Are Erin% sons so good or so cold, 

A« not to be tempted by woman or gold ? * 
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« Sir Knight! I fed not the least iilanu, 
No son of Erin will offer me harm : — 
For though tJiey love woman and golden store, 
Sir Knight ! they love honor and virtue more I ' 

On she went, and her maiden smile 
In safety lighted her round the Green Isle, 
And hlest Cor ever is slie who relied 
Upon £rin*s honor and Erin a pnde. 
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AS A BEAM O'ER THE FACE OP TIIE 
WATERS MAY GLOW, 

As a beam o'er the face of the waters may glow, 
>Vhile the tide runs in darkness and co.aness below, 
So the cheek may be tinged with a warm sunny srail^ 
Though the cold heart to ruin runs darkly the while 

One fatal remembrance, one sorrow that throws 
Its bleak shade alike o'er our joys and our woes. 
To whicn me notnmg darner or brighter can bring 
For which joy has no balm and aflliction no sting — 

Oh! this thought in the midst of enjoyment will stay, 
Like a dead, leafless branch in the summer's bright ray 
The beams of the warm sun play round it in vain, 
It may smile in its light, but it blouirfl not again. 
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TAKE BACK THE VIRGIN PAGE. 

'WB.ITTEN OX RErxnElNINO ▲ BLA.NX BOOK. 

Ta kf, back the virgin pagfe, 

White and unwritten still ; 
Some hand, more cahn arid sage 

The leaf must fill. 
Thoughts come, as pure as light, 

Pure as even you require : 
But, oh ! each word 1 write 

Love turns to ^Ki. 

Yet let me keep the book . 

Oil shall my heart renew, 
When on its leaves I look, 

Dear thoughts ot you. 
Like you, 't is fair and bright. 

Like you too bright and fair 
To let wild passion write 

One wrong wish tuere. 

Haply, when from those eye« 

Far, far away I roam, 
Should calmer thoughts arise 

Tow'rds you and home ; 
Fancy may trace some line, 

Worthy those eyes to meet, 
Thoughts that not bum, but shuM^ 

Pure, calm, and sweet 
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And as, o*er ocean far. 

Seamen their records kea^ 
Led by some hidden star 

ThriMijrh the cold deep ; 
Bo may the words I wrilo 

Tell thro* what storms I stray - 
Yon still the unseen ii^lit 

Guiding my way. 
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LET ERIN REMEMBER THE DAYS OP OLD 

Lkt Erin romembcr the days of old, * 

Krc her faithless sons bclravM her ; 
AVhen Malachi wore the collar of {r<*ld, 

Whicli he won from her prou<i invader, 
AVhcn her kin;^, with standard of green unfurrd^ 

Led tlie Red-Branch Knights to danger; -« 
Ere the emerald gem of tlie western world 

Waa set in tlie crown of a stranger. 

On Jiongh Noagli's bank, as the fisherman strays 

When the clear c<»ld eve 's di^'.lining, 
lie sees the rmmd towers of other days 

In the wnve beneath liim shining; 
Thus shall memory otlen, in dreams sublime, 

Catch a glim^ise of tlie days that are over; 
Thus, sighing, look tlirou^h the waves of Vm& 

For the long faded glories they corer 
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EVELEEN'S BOWER. 



Oh ! weep for the hour, 
When to Eveleen's bower 

Tbc Lord of the Valley with false vows came; 
The moon hid her light 
From the heavens that nig^ht, 

And irept behind Jicr clouds o*er the moiden^s 



The clouds passM soon 

From the chaste cold moon, 
And heaven smiled again witli her vestal flame 

But none will see the day, 

When the clouds shall pass away, 
Which that dark hour left upon Eveleen^s fame. 

The white snow lay 

On the narrow path-way, 
'i^en the Ijord of the Valley crossM over the moor ; 

And many a deep print 

On the white snow's tint 
^Ihow'd the track of his footstep to Eveleen's door. 

The next sun's ray 

Soon melted away 
£very trace on the path where the false Lord came , 

But there 's a light above 

Which alone can remove 
That italn upon the snow of fair Eveleen^li fame. 
»• 



LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM. 

Ob . tlie clays arc gone, when Beauty bright 

Aly heurrtf chain wove ; 
When my ilreain of lii'e, from inoro till mg^\ 
Was love, still love. 
New liojje may bloom, 
And days may come, 
Of milder, calmer beam, 
But tlierc 's noUiing half so sweet in life, 

As love's young dream : 
No, tliere 's notJiing half so sweet in life, 
As love's young dream. 

Though the bard to purer fame may scar. 

When wild youtli 's past ; 
Though he win the wise, who frownM befor^ 
To smile at last ; 
IIo Ml never meet 
A joy so sweet, 
In all his noon of fame. 
As when tirst he sung to woman's car 

His soul-fcU Hamc, 
And at every close, she blush'd to hear 
The one loved name. 

No, — tliat hallow'd form is ne'er forgot 

Which first tove traced ; 
Still it lingering haunts tiie greenest spc| . 

Ud memory's waste. 
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T was odor fled 
As soon as shed ; 
T was morning's winged dream; 
T was a ligflit that n^^'er can shine a|raia 

On life's dull stream ; 
Oh ! H was hght that ne'er can shine again 
On life's dull stream. 



ERIN, on ERIN. 

LiKF. the bright Inmp, that shone in Kildar's holy fana 
And bum'd thro' long ages of darkness and stonii, 

Is the heart that sorrows have frown'd on in vain, 
Whose spirit outlives them, unfading and warm. 

Erin, oh E/in, thus bright thro' the tears 

Of a long night of bondage, Ahy spirit appears. 

The nations have fallen, and thou still art young, 
Thy sun is but rising, when others are set ; 

And tho' slavery's cloud o'er thy morning hath hung 
The full noon of freedom shall beam round tliee yet 

Eriii, oh Erin, tho' long in the shade. 

Thy star shall shine out when tlie proudest ahall fade. 

Unchlll'd by the rain, and unwaked by the winj 
The lily lies sleeping thro' wintesSs cold hoi 

Till Spring's light torch her fetters unbind, 
And daylight and liberty bless the yoimg flower, 

Thus Erin, oh Erin, thy winter is past, . 

And the hope that lived thro' it shall blossom at lai 
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IT) MOURN TIES HOPEa 

I *D mourn the hopes that leave me, 

If thy flmiles had left me too, 
I 'd weep when friends deceive me, 

If tliou wert, iike them, untrue. 
But while I \e tliee before me, 

With hearts so warm and eyes so brighti 
No clouds can linger o'er me. 

That smile turns them ail to light 



T is not in fate to harm me, 

While fate leaves thy love to me ; 
TT is not in joy to charm mc, 

Unless joy be shared with thee. 
One minute's dream about tliee 

Were worth a long, an endless year 
Of waking bliss witliout thee. 

My own love, my only dear! 



^ J0 though the hope be gone, love, 

That long sparkled o'er our way, 
Ml ! we shall journey on, love, 

More safely, witliout its ray. 
Far better lights shall win me 

Along the path I 've yet to roam: — 
The Blind that bums within me. 

And pure smiles from thee at hooM 
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Thiw when the lamp that lifrhted 

The traveller at first goes out, 
He feels awhiie benighted, 

And looks round in fear and doubt 
But soon, the prospect clearing, 

By cloudless starlight on he treads, 
And tliinkfl no Urnnp so cheering 

As tiiat light which Heaven sheds. 



on THE SHAMROCK. 

TiiRoroH Erin's Isle, 

To 8jx)rt awhile, 
As Love and Valor wande/d, 

With Wit, tlie sprite. 

Whose quiver bright 
A thousand arrows squander'd. 

Where'er they pass, 

A triple grass 
Shoots up, witli dew-drops streaming, 

As softly green 

As emeralds seen * 

Through purest crystal gleaming. 
Oh the Slianirock, the green, iuunonal Shamrock* 

Chosen leaf, 

Of Bard ami Chief, 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 
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Says Vslor, *< See 

They spring ibr me, 
Those leafy gems of morning ! " — 

Says Love, *^No, no, 

For me they gfrow, 
My franri'tint path adorning." 
i But Wit perceives 

I The triple leaves, 

And cries, ** Oh ! do not sever 

A type, that blends 

Three godlike friends. 
Love, Valor, Wit, for ever ! " 
Oh the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shaiiircck ! 

Chosen leaf 

Of Bard and Chief, 
Old £rin*8 native Shamrock ! 

So firmly fond 

Miiy l!u$t the bond 
They wove tliat mom tojretlier, 

And ne'er may fall ' ' 

One drop of gnll 
I ! On Wit's celestial feather. 

May Ijove, as twine 

liis flowers divine, 
Of thorny fkUchood weed 'cm ; 
) May Valor ne'er 



His standard rear 
Against Uie caiitte of Freedom ! 
Oh the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock 

Chosen leaf 

Of Bard and Chief, 
Old Erin's native Shamrock 
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FAREWELL!— BUT WHENEVER YOU 
WELCOME THE HOUR. 

Farewell . — but whenever you welcome the hour, 
That awakens the night-songr of mirth in your bower, 
Then think of the friend who once welcomed it too, 
And forgot his own griefs to be happy with you. 
His griefs may return, not a hope may remain 
Of the few that have brighten'd his pathway of pain. 
But he ne'er will forget the short vision, that threw 
Its enchantment around him, while lingering with yon 

And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up 
To the highest top sparkle each heart and each cup. 
Where'er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright. 
My soul, happy friends, shall be with you that night ,' 
Shall join in your revels, your sports, and your wiles. 
And return to me, beaming all o'er with your smiles 
Too blefl^, if it tells me that, 'mid the gay cheer. 
Some kind voice had murmur'd, ^* I wish he were here ' * 

Let Fate do her worst, there are relics of joy. 
Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy , 
Which come in the night-time of sorrow and care. 
And bring back the features that joy used to wear. 
Long, long be my heart with such memories fill'd ! 
Like the vase, in which roses have once been distill'd— 
You may break, you may shatter the vase, if you will, 
But the scent ot the roses will hang round it stilL 
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nriS TIIE LAST ROSE OF BOMMESi 

*r IS the last rose of summer 

liCfl blooming alone ; 
All her lovely companiomi 

Are faded and gone ; 
No flower of her kindredy 

No rosebud is nigli, 
To reflect back her blushes^ 

Or give sigh for sigh. 

I MI not leave thee, thou lone one . 

To pine on the steji ; 
Since the lovely are sleeping. 

Go, sleep thou vitli them. 
Thus kindly I scatter 

Thy leaves o'er the bed, 
.. Where tliy mates of the gaidea 

Lie scentless and dead. 

So soon may / follow. 

When friendships decay. 
And from Ijove's shining circle 

The gems drop away. 
When true hearts lie wither'd. 

And fond ones are flown, 
Oh ! who would inhabit 

This bleak world alone 1 
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HAS SORROW THY YOUNG DAYS 

SHADED. 

His torrow thy yovkng days shaded. 

As clouds o'er the morning fleet ? 
Too fast have those young days faded^ 

That, ev'n in sorrow, were sweet ' 
Does Time with his cold wing wither 

Efich feeling that once was dear?— 
Then, child of misfortune, come hither, 

1 'U weep with thee, tear for tear. 

Has love to that soul, so tender, 

Been like our Laganian mine,: 
Where sparkles of golden splendojr 

All over the surface shine — 
But, if in pursuit we go deeper. 

Allured by the gleam that slione. 
Ah ! false as the dream of the sleepoTi 

Like Love, the bright ore is gone 

Has Hope, like the bird in tlie story, 

That flitted from tree to tree 
With the talisman's glitt'ring glory — ^ 

Has Hope been that birJto thee? 
On branch a^r branch alighting. 

The gem did she still display. 
And, when nearest and most inviting, 

Then wa^ the fair gem away ? 
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If thus the young hoars have fleeted, 

When Borronr itself look'd bright; 
If thus tlie fair hope hath cheated. 

That led thee along so ligh^ ; * 
If thus tlie cold world now wither 

Each feeling that ot.ce was dear * -^ 
Conic, child of misfortune, coine hither, 

l^U weep with thee, tear for tear. 



TIIE MINSTREL BOY. 

The Minstrel Boy to the war '3 gone, 

In the ranks of death you 11 Kud him ; 
His father's sword he has afinled on, 

And his wild harp swun? behind him. — 
<* Land of song ! ** said the warrior bard, 

"Though all the world betrays thee. 
One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard. 

One faithful harp shall praise thee ! " 

The Minstrel fell ! — but the foeman^s chain 1 1 

Could not bring his proud soul under ; i 

The harp he loved ne'er spoke again, jj 

For he tore its chords asunder ; 
And said, ** No chains shril sully thee, ^ j i 

Thou soul of love and bravery ! 
Thy songs were made for the pure and ftee^ 

They shaU never sound in slavery." 
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OH! HAD WE SOME BRTGTfr UTTLE 
ISLE OF OUR OWN, 

Oh ? I ad we some bright little isle of our own. 
In a blue summer ocean, far off and alonOy 
Where a leaf never dies in the still bloomings bowers, 
/aid tiie bee banquets on through a whole year of liowen 

Where tlie sun loves to pause 
With so fond a delay, 

That the night only draws 
A thin veil o'er the day ; 
Where simply to feel that we breathe, tliat we live, 
b worth the best joy that life elsewhere can give. 

There, with souls ever ardent and pure as the clime. 
We should love, as they loved in the first golden time 
The glow of the sunshine, the balm of tlie air, 
Would steal to our hearts, and make all summer thereb 

With affection as free 

From^decline as the bowers. 

And, with hope, like the bee, 
' Living always on flowers, 
Our life should resemble a long day of light. 
And our death come on, holy and calm as the night 



FILL THE BUSrrER FAfit 



Fn.t* tlie bnmiwr fair 1 

Kvrry drop we tipriiilcle 
O^er the brow of Caro 

Rniootlis iiw;iy a wrinklo, 
Wit'i elc<;tric flnmo 

Nn'er CO swiflly paHsoa, 
As when l)xroug-h ifie frame 

It shyols from brimmuig gl 
Fill the biiinpcr fair f 

FA't'fry drop we flprinkle 
O'er the brf>w of Care 

Siiioullis away a wrinkle* 



Sa^ns can, thny ray, 

Gn)ftp ihe 1 rg*! lining;^ pinidai^ 
Ami brtn^^ down tls ray 

From iJie atnrrM donunions i — 
Bo we^ fins-'ia, si It 

Atid 'unci butiipers brrjjht'iiing, 
From tire Heaven of Wit 

Draw down all its lightning. 



Wonldst thon krrnw w7i?tt first 
Made our soula inherit 

This ennobling thirst 

For wine's celestial spirit ? 
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It chanced upon that day, 

When, as bards inform us, 
Prometheus stole away 

The living fires that warm \m 

The careless Yonth, when np 

To Glory's fount aspiring. 
Took nor urn nor cup 

To hide the pilfer'd fire in.— * 
But oh his joy, when round 

The halls of Heaven spying, 
Among the stars he found 

A bowl of Bacchus lying ! 

Some drops were in that bowl. 

Remains of last night's pleasnn 
With which the Sparks of Soul 

Mix'd their burning treasura 
Hence the goblet's shower 

Hath such spells to win us ; 
Hence its mighty power 

Q'er that flame within us ; 
Fill the bumper fair! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O'er the brow of Care 

Smooths away a wrinkle 
m* 



AS SLOW OUB sinp. 

As wlow oiir sfjip h^r foamy track 

Ap-siinst liie winJ was cleaving, 
Her treniblin^ ppnnant etill louk'J back 

To tlittl dear U[e\ ww» (caving- 
So loaih we part from all we love, 

From all the liiikfl that bind Ui i 
Bo turn our hearts as on we rove, 

To thoae we Ve left behind us. 



WhPDt roimd thn b<^wl^ of TraTiiBh''tI jeaifl 

We tnik, with joyous seeming'^ — 
With i^milciH that inig'iit as well be team^ 

Sf> farnu a.nd aaU Ujeir beammg ; 
White meniVy brings us bock again 

Each early tie that twined nSf 
Oh, sweet 'fl tJie cttp that circJei* then 

To tiiuiie we \q left behind uflt 



And when, in other climes, we meet 

Some i^IBt or vaJe onchanting', 
W lie re ajl looks fiowVy, wild, and sweet, 

And nuuu[tit bu! love is wantinijj 
We think how ^rem had been our blis^ 

If iJeav^i had but RssigTiM im 
Ta IfvD and die in sc6n«>B like this, 

With some we Ve left behind us ' 
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As travlerig oil look back at eve, 

When eastward darkly going, 
To gaze upon that light they leave 

Still faint behind them glowing, — 
So, when the close of pleasure's day 

To gloom hath near consign'd us, 
We turn to catch one fiuling ray 

Of joy that's left behind us. 



I SAW FROM THE BEACH. 

I SAW from the beach, when the morning was shining 
A bark o'er the waters move gloriously on ; 

f came when the sun o'er that beach was declining. 
The bark was still there, but the waters were gone. 

And such is the fate of our life's early promise, 
So passing the spring-tide of joy we have known ; 

Each wave, that we danced on at morning, ebbs from us^ 
And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone. 

Ne'er tell me of glories, serenely adorning 

The close of our day, the calm eve of our night , — • 
Give me back, give me back the wild freshness cf 
Rforning, 
Her clouds and her tears are worth Evening^s best 
light 
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IN TIIE MORNING OP LIFE. 

Iji Uie morning of life, when its cares are unknown, 

And its pleasures in all tlieir new lustre begin, 
When we live in a bri<]rht-beaming world of our own, 

And the light that surrounds us is all from within ; 
Oh *t is not, beheve me, in tliat happy time 

We can love, as in hours of less transport we may; — 
Of our smiles, of our hopes, 't is the gay sunny primes 

But affection is truest when these fade away. 

When we see the first glory of youth pass us by, 

Like a leaf on tlie stream tliat will never return ; 
When our cup, which had sparkled with pleasure so high, 

First tastes of tlie o/Afr, the dark-flowing urn ; 
Then, then is tlie time when affection holds sway 

With a deptli and a tenderness joy never knew ; 
Love, nursed among pleasures, is faithless as they, 

But the Love born of Sorrow, like Sorrow, is true. 

In climes full of sunshine, though splendid the flowers, 

Their sighs have no freshness, tlieir odor no worth ; 
rr is the cloud and the mist of our own Isle of showers, 

That call the ricn spirit of fragrancy forth. 
So it is not mid splendor, prosperity, mirth, 

That the depth of Love's generous spirit appears ; 
To the sunshine of smiles it may first owe its birth, 

But the soul of iu sweetness is drawn out by teara 
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WHERE IS THE SLAVE. 

Oh, Where's the ilave io loivly, 
CondcmnM to chains unholy, 

Who, could he buAt 

His bonds at first, 
Would pine benoatli thetn slowly ? 
What soul, whose wrongs degrnnto k, 
Would wait till time decay'd it, 

When thus its wing 

At once may spring 
To the throne of iiim who made it F 

Farewell, Erin, — farewell, all. 
Who live to weep our fall ! 

Less dear the laurel growing, 
Alive, untouch'd and blowing. 

Than that, whose braid 

Is ;^luckM to shade 
The brows with victor} glowing. 
We tread the land that bore us, 
Uer green flag glitters o'er ub. 

The friends we 've tried 

Are by our side, 
And tlie foe we hate before vm* 

Farewell, Erin, — FarcWell, all, 
Who live to weep our fall ! 
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WREATH THE BOWL. 

Wreath tlie bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightfMR. Wit can find us ; 
We'll take a flight 
To^v'rds heaven to-night, 

And leave dull earth behind us. 
Should Love aiiiid 
The wreaths be hid, 

That Joy, tli' enchanter, brings ui^ 
No danger fear. 
While wine is near. 

We 'II drown him if he stings us i 
Then, wreatli tlie bowl 
WitJi flowers of soul, 

The brightest Wit can And us: 
We '11 take a flight 
Tow'rds heaven tonight, 

And leave dull eartli behind usi. 



T was nectar fed 

Of old, 't is said. 
Their Junes, Jovcs, A polios ; 

And man may brew 

His liectar too, 
The rich receipt's as folio ^rs 

Take wine like this, 

Let looks of bliss 
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Around it well be blended. 
Then bring Wit's beam 
To warm the stream, 

And there 's your nectar, splendid 
So wreath the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest Wit can find us; 
We 'IJ take a flight 
Tow'rds heaven to-night, 

And leave dull earth behind u& 
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Say, why did Time, 

His glass sublime, 
Fill up with sands unsightly, 

When wine, he knew, 

Runs brisker through, 
And sparkles far more brightly ? 

Oh, lend it us, 

And, smiling thus. 
The glass in two we '11 sever, 

JVIalce pleasure glide 

In double tide. 
And fill both ends forever ! 

Then wreath the bowl 

With flowers of sohl, 
The brightest Wit can find us 

We Ml take a flight 

Tow'rds heaven to-night, 
And leave dull earth behind us. 
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BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

Br thn hope within ua springing', 

Ilenilil of tjo-iiiorroAv's strife ; 
By that stint wJioso light is bringing 

Chains or freedom, death or life — 
Oh [ TG\neiuheT life can be 
No chann fcir him, who lives not free ! 

Lik(j the day-star in the wave, 

Bulks a hcri> in hig grave, 
Midiii die dew-full of a nation's tears. 



JTappy tfl he o'er whose decline 
The :9 1 III lea of home may soothing dnne. 
And ligiit hiin do^vn the steep of years: — 
Bill oh, Jiow bleat they sink to rest, 
Who close llicir eyes on Victory's breast 



O^er hia watch-fire'a fading embers 

Now Uic fueinmrs cheek turns white, 
Wiien hi3 heart til at field remembers. 

Where we turned his tyrant might. 
Never let hijo bind again 
A cliain^ tike tJiai we broke from then. 

Hark ! the horn of combat calls — 

Ere the golden evening falls, 
May we pledge that horn in triumph round t 
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Many a heart that now heats high. 
In slumber cold at ni^ht shall lie. 
Nor waken even at victory's sound : — 
But oh, how blest that hero's sleeji, 
O'er whom a wond'hng world shall weep 



AFTER THE BATTLE. 

Night eksed around the conqueror's waj^ 

And lightnings show'd the distant hill. 
Where those who lost that dreadful day, 

Stood few and faint, but fearless stilL 
The soldier's hope, the patriot's zeal, 

For ever dimm'd, for ever cross'd — 
Oh ! who shall say what heroes feel, 

When all but life and honor 's lost ? 

The last, sad haor of freedom's dream, 

And valoi^s task, moved slowly by. 
While mute they watch'd, till morning's beam 

Should rise and give them light to die. 
There s yet a world, where souls are free. 

Where tyrants taint not nature's bliss ;«« 
If death that world's bright opening be, 

Oh ! who would live a slave in this ? 
m 
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ONE BUMPER AT PARTING. 

0?nE bumper at parting^ ! — though many 

Have circled the board since we met, 
The fullest, tlie saddest of any, 

Remains to be crownM by us yet 
The s^veetuess that pleasure liatli in it, 

Is always so slow to come forth, 
That seldom, alas, till tlie minute 

It dies, do we know half its worth. 
But come, — may our lifers happy meaaara 

Be all of such moments made up ; 
They 're IxMrn on the bosom of Pleasure, 

They die 'midst the tears of the cup. 

As onward we journey, how pleasant 

To pause and inhabit awhile 
Those few sunny spots, like tlie present, 

That 'mid tlie dull wilderness smile ! 
But Time, like a pitiless master, 

Cries ** Onward ! " and spurs tlie gay hoar* 
Ah, never doth Time travel faster. 

Than when his way lies among flowers. 
But come, — may our life's happy measure 

Be all of such moments made up ; 
They 're born on the bosom of Pleasure^ 

They die 'midst the tears of the cup. 

We saw how the sun look'd in sinking. 
The waters beneath him how bright ; 
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And now, let our farewell of drinkiiig 

Resemble that farewell of light. 
You saw how he fihish'd, by darting 

His beam o'er a billow's brim — 
So, fill up, let 's shine at our parting, 

In full liquid glory, like him. 
And oh! may our life's happy measure 

Of momenta like this be made up, 
TT was born on the bosom of Pleasure, 

it dies 'imd Uie tears of the cup 



WHILE GAZING ON THE MOON'S LIGHT 

While gazing on the moon's light, 

A moment from her smile I turn'd, 
To look at orbs, that, more bright, 
In k>ne and distant glory burn'd. 
But too far 
• Eac\proud star, 
For me to fe^^l its warming flame , 
Much more dear 
That mild sphere, 
Which near our planet smiling came ; — 
Thus, Mary, be but thou my own; 

While brighter eyes unheeded play, 
I 'II love those moonlight looks alone, 
That bless my home and guide my way 
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The day had sunk in dim ahowen. 

But midnight now, with lustre mee^ 
niuroined all the pale flowera, 
LiJce hope upon a mourner's cheeL 
I aaid (while 
The moon's smile 
PlayM o*er a streamf in dimpling hliss)^ 
"The moon looks 
On many brooks ; 
The brook can see no moon but this ;** 
And tluis, .1 tliought, our fortunes run. 

For many a lover looks to thee, 

While oh ! I feel there is but otUj 

One Mary in the world for ma 



COME 0*ER THE SEA. 

CowE o'er the sea. 

Maiden, ivith mc, 
Mine tlirough sunshine, storm, and snows ; 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Burns tlie same, where'er it goes. 
Let fate frown on, so we love and part not ; 
H" ia life where thou art, 't is death where thoa ^t not 

Then come o'er the sea, 

Maiden, with me^ 
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Came wherever the wild wind blows ; 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Bums the same, where'er it goci 



Was not the sea 
Alttde for the Free, 
Liand for courts and chains alone ? 
Here we are slai'cs. 
But, on tlie waves, 
Love and Liberty 's ail our oivn. 
No eye to watch, and no ton^e to wound in, 
All earth forgot, and all heaven around us — 
1*hen come o'er tlie sea, 
Maitien, with nie, 
Mine through sunshine, storm, and snowi 
Seasons may roil. 
But the true soul 
Bums tlie same, where'er it goes 



COME, REST IN TinS BOSOM. 

CoMs, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer 
Though tlie herd have fled from thee, thy Lome ifl btil 

here; 
Here still is the smile, that no cloud can o'ercast, 
And a heart and a hand all thv own to the last 
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Oh ! what was love made fbr, if *t is not the same 
Tlirou^h joy and through torment, ihroiigh glory vid 
I know not, I ask not, if guilt ^ in that heart, [shame ? 
I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art 

Thou hast call'd me thy Angel in moments of LUfs, 
And thy Angel I '11 be, 'mid the horrors of this,— 
ThrvHJgh tlie furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue^ 
And shield thee, and save thee, — or perish there too * 



WIIENFER I SEE THOSE ^JIILING EYEa 

Whene'er T sec those smiling eyes, 

So full of hope, and joy, and light, 
As if no cloud could ever rise. 

To dim a heav'n so purely bright — 
I sigh to think holv soon that brow 

In grief may lose its every ray, 
And that light heart, so joyous now, 

Almost forget it once was gay. 

For time will come with all iti blights, 

The ruinM hope, the friend unkind. 
And love, that leaves, where'er it lights, 

A chill or burning heart behind : — 
While youth, that now like snow appears, 

Ere sullied by tlie dark'ning rain. 
When once "t istouch'd by sorrow's tears. 

Can never shine so brigl t again. 
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ON MUSIC. 

Wniur thro* life unblest we iwvei, 

Losing all that made life dear, 
Should some notes we used to lov<e, 

In days of boyhood, meet our ear, 
Oh! how welcome breathes the stcain. 

Wakening thoughts that long have slept; 
Kindling former smiles again 

In faded eyes that long have wept 

Like the gale, that sighs along 

Beds of oriental flowers. 
Is the grateful breath of song, 

That once was heard in happier hours* 
FillM with balm, the gale sighs on, 

Though tiie flowers have sunk in death; 
So, when pleasure's dream is gone, 

Its memory lives in Music's breath. 

Music, ch how faint, how weak. 

Language fades before thy spell ! 
Why should Feeling ever speak, 

When thou canst breathe her soul so well? 
Friendship's balmy words may feign, 

Love's are ev'n more false than they ; 
Oh ! 't is only music's strain 

Can sweetly sooth and not betray. 
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SHE SUNG OP LOVE. 

Snk min^ of Iiove, while o'er her \pe 

The rcwy rays of evening fell, 
As if to feed, witli their sofl fire, 

The soul within that trembling ^hell. 
Tiie same rich li^ht hung o'er her cheek, 

And playM around those lips Uiat sung 
And spoke, as flowers would sing ami s^ieak, 

If Love could lend their loaves a tongue. 

But soon the West no longer bum'd, , 

Each rosy ray from heav'n withdrew • 
And wJien, to gaze again I tum'd, I 

1'he minstrel's form«eenVd fading too. 
As if her light and heav'n's were one 

The glory all had lefl that frame; 
And from her glimmering lips tlie tone, 

As from a parting spirit, came. 

Who ever loved, but had the thought 

That he and all he loved must part ? 
Fiird with tltis fear, I flew and caught 

The fading image to my heart — 
And cried, *' Oh Love ! is tliis Uiy doom! 

Oii light of youtli^s resplendent duy ! 
Must ye then lose your golden bloom, 

And thus, like sunBhinc, die away?* 
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ALONE IN CROWDS TO WANDER ON. 

Ai.oTfit in crowds to wander on, 

And feel that ail the cliann is gone 

Wtiich voioefl dear and eyes beloved 

Shed round us once, where'er we roved •**- 

This, this the doom must be, 

Of al! who Ve loved, and lived to see 

The few bright things they tliought would dUMf 

Forever near them, die away. 



Tho' fairer forms around ua tlirong, 

Their smiles to others all belong. 

And want that charm which dwells alone 

Round those the fond heart calls its own. 

Where, where the sunny brow ? 

The long-kno»vn voice — where ire they 

Thus ask I still, nor ask in vain, 

The silence answers all too plain. 



Oh, what is Fancy's magic wortli, 
If all her art cannot call forth 
One bliss like tliose we felt of old 
From lips now mute, and eyes now cold ? 
No, no, — her spell is vain,— 
Afl soon could she bring back again 
Those eyes tlicmselves from out tlie gravei 
As wake again one bliss they gave. 
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TIIEY KNOW NOT MY IIEART^ 

Tnitt know not my heart, who believe there can be 
One stain of tliis oarUi in its fecHnjrs for thee ; 
Who think, while I see tlicc in beauty's young houi 
As pure as the morning's first dew oo the flow'r, 
I could hann what [ love, — as tlie sun's wanton ray 
But smiles on tlie dew-drop to waste it away. 

No — beaming with light as those young features are 
Tlinre 's a liglit round Uiy heart which is lovelier far: 
U is not that check — *t is tlie soul dawning clear 
Thru' its innocent blush makes thy beauty so dear ; 
A6 tlie sky we look up to, thougii glorious ai:d fair. 
Is luok'd up to the more^ because lieaven lies there ! 



ECHO. 



How sweet the nnswer Echo makes 

To music at night. 
When, roused by lute or horn, she wake% 
And far away, o'er lawns and lakes, 

Uoes answering light 
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Vet Love hath echoen truer far, 

And far more sweet. 
Than e'er beneath the moonligrht^s stor* 
Of horn, or hite, or soft; guitar 

The songs repeat 

T is when the siffh, in youth sincere^ 

And only then, — 
The sigh tliat *s breathed for one to hear, 
Is by ttial one, that only dear, 

Breathed back again ! 
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TIIO' Til!: LAST CTJMPSR OP ERIN WITH 
SORUUW I SE^ 



Tho* the last glimpse of Erin with sorrow T sec, 
Yel wherever tJiou art shall seem FJrin to rae; 
In exile thy bosom shall still be my home, 
And ttiine eyes make my climate wherever we roam. 

To the gloom of some desert or xjold rocky shore, 
Where the eye of the stranger can haunt us no more, 
I will fly i^ith my Coiilin, and tliink tJie rough wmd 
Less rude than the foes we leave frowning behind. 

And 1 11 gaze on thy gold hair as graceful it wrcathi, 
And hang o*er thy sofl harp, as wildly it breatlies ; 
Nor dread tliat tlie cold-hearted Saxon will tear 
One chord from that haip, or one lock from that hair* 
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AS VANQUISIIT) ERIN 

Ai TanqnnhM Erin Trcpt beside 

Tlie ftiync's ill-fated rivcir. 
8be saw where Discord, in the tide. 

Had ImppM his loaded quiver« 
« Lie liid," she cried, •«• ye vcnomM daiti^ 

Wliere mortal eye may shun you ; 
Lie hid — the stain of manty heana. 

That bled for me, is on you." 

But vain her wish, her weepings vain, — 

As Time too well hath taught her — 
Each year the Fiend returns again, 

And dives into that water ; 
And brings, triumphant, from beneath 

His shafts of desolation, 
And sends them, wing'd with worse than 

Through all her maddening nation. 



Alas for her who sits and mourns, 

Ev'n now, beside that river — 
Unwearied still the Fiend returns. 

And stored is still his quiver. 
^ When will this end, ye Powen of Good ?* 

She weeping asks for ever ; 
Bot only hears, from out that fkxtd. 

The Demon answer, ** Never * ' 



WEEP ON, WEEP ON. 

Wkep on, weep on, your honr is past $ 

Your dreams of pride are o*er; 
The fatal chain is round you cast, 

And you are men no more. 
In vain the hero's heart hath bled ; 

The sage's toxig^e hath wamM in vaiii> 
Oh, Freedom ! once thy flame hath fled, 

It never lights again. 

Weep on — perhaps in after days. 

They'll learn to love your name ; 
When many a deed may wake in praise 

That long hath slept in blame. 
And when they tread the ruinM Isle, 

Where rest, at length, the lord and slavo^ 
They '11 wond'fing ask, how hands so vile 

Could conquer hearts so brave ? 

••Twas fate," they'll say, "a wayward fats 

Your web of discord wove ; 
And whUe your tyrants join'd in hate, 

Yofl never join'd in lc#ve. ' 

But hearts fell ofi" that ought to twine. 

And man profaned what God had given* 
Till some were heard to curse the shrine 

Where others knelt to heaven ! " 



DEAR HARP OF MY COUNTRY. 

DiAE Harp of my Country ! in darkness I found thea^ 

The cold chain of silence had hniig o*er thee long*. 
When proudly, my own Island Harp, I unbound thee, 

And gave all thy chords to light, freedom, and song! 
The warm lay of love and the light note of gladness 

Have waken'd thy fondest, thy liveliest tlifill ; 
But, so ofl hast thou echo'd the deep sigh of sadness 

That ev'n in thy mirth it will steal from thee stilL 

Dear Harp of my Country ! farewell to thy numbers, 

This sweet wreath of song is the last we shall twine 
Go, sleep widi the sunshine of Fame on thy slumbers, 

Till touched by some hand less unworthy than mine 
If tiie pulse of Uie patriot, soldier, or lover, 

Have throbbM at our lay, 't is thy glory alone ; 
I was hut as the wind, passing heedlessly over. 

And all the wild sweetness I waked was thy own. 



THE MOUNTAIN SPRITE. 

Iif yonder valley there dwelt, alone, 

A youth, whose moments had calmly flown, 

Till spells came o'er him, and, day and night, 

He was haunted und watch'd by a Mountain Sfiita 
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As once, by moonlight, he wander'd o'er 
The golden sands of that island shore, 
A footprint sparkled before his sight - 
*T was the fairy foot of the Mountain Sprite ! 

Beside a fountain, one sunny day, 

As bending over the stream he lay, 

There peep'd down o'er him two eyes of light. 

And he saw in that mirror the Mountain Sprite. 

He tum'd, but, lo, like a startled bird, 

That spirit fled ! — and the youth but heard 

Sweet music, such as marks the flight 

Of some bird of song, from the Mountain Spritflu 

One night, still haunted by that bright look. 

The boy, bewildered, his pencil took, 

And, guided only by memory's light, 

Drew the once-seen form of the Mountain Spnts. 

«* Oh thou, who lovest the shadow-," cp*l 
A voice^ low whisp'ring by his side, 
*• Now turn and see," — here the youth's delig^ 
Seai'd the rosy lips of the Mountain Sprite 

<* Of all the Spirits of land and sea," 

Then rapt he munnured, '* there 's none like thee $ 

And ofl, oh ofl, may thy foot thus light 

In this hnely bower, sweet Mountain Sprite ' * 
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LAY HIS SWORD BY HIS SIDR 

f «iT his sword hy his side, it hath served Inin too #eL 

Not to rest near his pillow below ; 
To tlie last moment true, from his hand ere it fell^ 

Its point was still tumM to a flying foe. 
Fellow-lab'rers in life, let them slumber in death. 

Side by side, as becomes the reposing brave, — 
That sword which he loved still unbroke in its sheath, 

And himself unsabdued in his grave. 

Yet pause — for, in fancy, a still voice I hear. 

As if breatlied from his brave heart's remains ,—• 
Famt echo of that which, iii Slavery's ear, 

Once sounded the war-word, ** Burst your chains ! " 
And it cries, from the grave where the hero lies deep^ 

** Tho' the day of your Chieftain forever hath set, 
O leave not his sword thus inglorious to sleep, — 

It hath victory's life in it yet ! 

** Should some alien, unworthy such weapon to wield. 

Dare to touch thee, my own gallant sword. 
Then rest in thy sheath, like a talisman seal'd, 

Or return to the grave of thy chainless lord. 
But, if grasp'd by a hand that hath leamM the proud UM 

Of a falchion, like tliee, on the battle-plain, — 
Then, at Liberty's summons, like lightning let loose^ 

Leap f<Hth from thy dark sheath again ! " 



oil, COULD WE DO WITH TfflS WORLD 
OP OURS. 

Oh, could we do with this world of oxub 
As thou dost with thy garden bowers, 
Reject the weeds and keep the flowers, 

What a heaven on earth we M make it! 
So bright a dwelling should be our own, 
So warranted free from sigh or frown, 
That angels soon would be coming down, 

By the week or month to take it 

Like those gay flies that wingihrough air, 
And in themselves a lustre bear, 
A stock of light, still ready there. 

Whenever they wish to use it ; 
So, in this world I 'd make for thee, 
Our hearts should all like fire-flies be, 
And the flash of wit or poesy 

Break forth whenever we choose it 

While ev'ry joy that glads our sphere 
Hath still some shadow hov'ring near. 
In this new world of ours, my dear. 

Such shadows will all be omitted : — 
Unless they 're like that graceful one, 
Which, when thou 'rt dancing in tlie 
Still near thee, leaves a charm upon 

Each spot where it hath flitted ' 
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FORGET NOT THB JIELD. 

FoKOET not the field where they pensh'd, 

The truest, the last of the brave, 
All gone — and the bright hope we cherish'd 

Gone with them, and quench'd in their grave 

Oh ! could we from death but recover 
Those hearts as they bounded before, 

Ib the face of high heav*n to fight over 
That combat f«r freedom once more ; -^ 

Could the chain for an instant be riven 
Which Tyranny flung round us then, 

No, *t is not in Man, nor in Heaven, 
To let Tyraany bind it again! 

But 't is past — and tho* blazonM in story 

The name of ou/ Victor may be, 
Accursed is the march of that glory 

Which treads o'er the hearts of the fxea 



Far dearer the grave or the prison, 
Illumed by one patriot name. 

Than the trophies of all, who have 
On Liberty'fs ruins to fame. 



IP THOU'LT BE MINB. 

Jr thou It be mine, the treamiref of air. 
Of earthf and sea^ shall lie at thy feet ; 

Whatever in Fancy's eye looks fair, 
Or in Hope's sweet music sounds mod sweeC, 
Shall be ours — if thou wilt be mine, love ! 

Bright flowera shall bloom wherever we rove, 
A voice divine shall talk in each stream ; 

The stars shall look like worlds of Wte^ 
And this earth be all one beautiful dream 
In our eyes •— if thou wilt be mine, love ! 

And thoughts, whose source is hidden and high. 
Like streams, that come from heaven- ward hilil^ 

Shall keep our hearts, like meads, that lie 
To be bathed by tliose eternal rills, 
Ever green, if thou wilt be mine, love ! 

All this and more the Spirit of Love 
Can breathe o'er them, who feel his spells ; 

That heaven, which forms his home above. 
He can make on earth, wherever he dwells, 
As tLoii 'It own, — if thou wilt be mine, lov« 
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SAIL ON, SAIL ON. 

Sail en, sail on, thou fearless bark — - 

Wherever blows the welcome wind, 
It cannot lead to scenes more dark, 

More sad than those we leave behind. 
Each wave that passes seems to say, 

" Though death beneath our smile may be, 
Less cold we are, less false than they. 

Whose smiling wrecked thy hopes and thee.* 

Sail on, sail on, — through endless space — 

Through calm — through tempest — stop no moroi 
The stormiest sea 's a resting-place 

To him who leaves such hearts on shore. 
Or — if some desert land we meet. 

Where never yet false-hearted men 
Profaned a world, that else were sweet, -^ 

Then rest thee, bark, but not till then. 



THE MEETING OP THE WATERa 

There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet 
As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meety 
Oh ! the last rays of feeling and life must depart. 
Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heaili 
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Tet it wu not that Natate had thed o'er the scensr 
Her purest of crystel and brightest of green ; 
T was not her soft magic of streamlet or hill, 
Oh ! no, — it was something more exquisite stilL 

T was that friends, the beloved of my bosom, #4tt 

near, 
Who made every dear scene of enchuttment more dear 
And who felt how the best charms of nature hnprove, 
When we see them reflected from looks that we love.^ 

Sweet vale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest 

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best. 

Where the storms that we feel in this cold world should 

cease. 
And our heuts, like thy waters, be miiigled in peace. 



SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND. 

She is far from the land where her young hero sleepy 

And lovers are round her, sighing : 
But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps^ 

For her heart in his grave is lying. 

She sings the wild song of her dear native plains 
Every note which he loved awaking ; — 

Ah ! little they think who delight in her strains^ 
How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking. 
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He had lived for his love, for his coimtrir he died. 
They were all that to life hod entwined him ; 

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried, 
Nor long will his love stay behind him. 

Oh ! make her a grave where the sunbeams rest, 
When they promise a glorious morrow ; 

They Ml shine o'er her sleep, like a smile from the West, 
From her own loved island of sorrow. 



NO, NOT MORE WELCOME. 

No, not more welcome the fairy numbers 

Of music fall on tlie sleeper's ear. 
When half-awaking from fearful slumbers, 

lie thinks the full quire of heaven is near, — 
Than came that voice, when, all forsaken, 

This heart long had sleeping lain. 
Nor thought its cold pulse would ever waken 

To such benign, blessed sounds again. 

Sweet voice of comfort! 'twas like the stealing 

Of summer wind thro' some wreathed shell— * 
llach secret winding, each inmost feeling 

Of all my soul echoed to its spelL 
TT was whisper'd balm — 't was sunshine spoken ! - 

I 'd live years of grief and pain 
To have my long sleep of sorrow broken , 

By such benign, blessed sounds again. 



DRINK TO HEB 

.DftfifK to her, who long 

Hath waked tlie poet's sigh. 
The girl, who gave to song 

What gold could never buy 
Oh ! woman's heart was made 

For muistrel hands alone ; 
By otlier fingers play'd, 

It yields not half the tone. 
Then here 's to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet's sigh. 
The girl, who gave to soof . 

What gold could never bay 

At Beauty's door of glass. 

When Wealth and Wit once stood, 
They ask'd her, *^ which might pass?" 
• She answered, " he, who could." 
With golden key Wealth thought 

To pass — but *t would not do : 
While Wit a diamond brought, 

Which cut his bright way throng 
So here 's to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet's sigh, 
The girl, who gave to song 

What gold conld never buy. 

The love that seeks a home 
Where wealth w grandeur shine^ 
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Is like the gloomy gnome, 

That dwells in dark gold mines. 
But oh ! the poet's love 

Can boast a brighter sphere ; 
Its native home 's above, 

Tho' woman keeps it here. 
Then drink to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet's sight 
The girl, who gave to song 

What gold could never huf; 



THE FORTUNE-TELLER. 

Dowif in the valley come meet me to-nignt| 
And I *11 tell you your fortune truly 

As ever was told, by the new-moon's light, 
To a young maiden, shining as newly 

But, for the world, let no one be nigh, 
Lest haply the stars should deceive me^ 

Such secrets between you and me and the skj 
Should never go farther, believe me. 



If at that hour the heav^ be not dim. 
My science shall call up before you 

A nule apparition, the image of hkn 
Whose destmy t is to adore you 
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And if to tiiat phantom you *11 be kind. 

So fondly around you he 11 hover, 
You 11 hardly, my dear, any difference find 

Twixt him and a true living lover. 

Down at your feet, in the pale moonligrht. 
Hell kneel, with a warmth of devotion—- 

An ardor, of which such an innocent sprite 
You 'd scarcely believe had a notion. 

What other tiioughts and events may arise. 
As in destiny's book I *ve not seen them, 

Must only be left to the stars and your eyei 
To aettle, ere morning, between them. 
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A TEMPLE TO FRIENDSHIP 

[SPANISH ADt.] 

''A Temple to Friendship,*' said Laura, enchanted, 

1 11 build in this garden, — the thought is divine!" 
Her temple was built, and she now only wanted 

An image of Friendship to place on the shrine. 
She flew to a sculptor, who set down before her 

A Friendship, the fairest his art could invent ; 
But 80 cold and so dull, that the youthful adorer 

Saw plainly this was not the idol she meant 

* Oh ' lever," she cried, " could I think of enshrining 

An image, whose looks are so joyless and dim ; — 
But yon little god, upon roses reclining. 

We 11 make, if you please. Sir, a Friendship of him* 
So the bargain was struck ; with the little god laden 

She joyfully flew to her shrine in the grove : 
^ Farewell^" said the sculptor, " you *re not the fint 
maiden 

Who came but for Friendship and took away Love." 
»♦ 
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ALL THAT'S BRIGHT MUST FADK 
[nniiAjr air.] 

Au. that '8 bright must fade, — 

^The brightest stUl the fleetest $ 
All that 8 sweet was made, 

But to be lost when sweetest 
Stars that shine and fall ; — 

The flower that drops in spriogings-— 
These, alas ! are types of all 

To which our hearts are cliogiiig* 
All that 's bright must fade, — 

The brightest still the fleetest } 
All that 's sweet was made 

But to he lost when sweetest 1 

Who would seek or prize 

DelighU that end in aching ? 
Who would trust to ties 

That every hour are breaking ? 
Better far to be 

In utter darkness lying. 
Than to be bless'd with light and jeo 

That light forever flying. 
All tnu' 's bright must fade, — 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that 's sweet was made 

But to be lost when sweetest ! 
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REASON, FOLLY AND BEAUTY 

[fealzah aqlI 

Reason, and Folly, and Beauty, they say, 
Went on a party of pleasure one day: 

Folly playM 

Around the maid. 
The belUi of his cap rung merrily out; 

While Reason took 

To his sermon-book — 
Oh ! which was the pleasanter no one need doub^ 
Which was the pleasanter no one need doubt 



Beauty, who likes to be thought veiy sage, 
TumM for a moment to Reason's dull page, 

Till Folly said, 

" Look here, sweet maid ! * — 
The sight of his tap brought her back te herself; 

While Keason read 

His leaves of lead, • 

With no one to mind him, poor sensible elf! 
No, — no one to mind him, poor sensible elf * 



Then Reason grew jealous of Folly^s gay cap 
Had he that on, he her heart might entrap — > 

«* There it is," 

Quoth Folly, <" old quiz ! * 



(FoJlj WM ftlwufH good-natured, *t is Baid,) 

*• t Jnder the sun 

There -8 do such fun, 
As Retuofi with my cap and betla on hii head| 
Reofion with my cap and beik ozi his head 1 ** 

But Reosnn the head^resB so awkwardly were, 
TLat Beauty rinw tiked hin;: still less than before ; 

While Folly look 

Old Reobon^s boak, 
And twisted Uie leaves in a cap of such ton. 

That Beauty vow*d 

(Though not aloud] 
She liked him stjll better m that than hia own, 
VWf — liked him still better ia that than his owil 



THOSE EVENING BELLS. 

[aib.-'TVB beo£ of ST. F£T£asBiraoB,l 

T BOSK, evening bells I those evening bells 1 
How many a tale their music tell>s 
Of youths and home, and that sweet time, 
When last I heard their soothing chima 

Those joyous hours are passed away; 
And many a heart, that then was gay, 
Withm the tomb now darkly dwells, 
And heafs no more those evening bellti 
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And 80 \ will be when I am gone ; 
That tuneful peal will still ring on, 
While other bards shall walk these dells, 
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells ! 



THERE COMES A TIME. 

[OBBMAK AnUj 

Thi!RE comes a time, a dreary time, 

To him whose heart hath flown 
O'er all the fields of youth's sweet primes 

And made each flower its own. 
.'T is when his soul must first renounce 

Those dreams so bright, so fond; 
Oh ! then 's the time to die at once, 

For life has naught beyond. 

When sets the sun on Afric's shore, 

That instant all is night ; 
And so should life at once be o'er. 

When Love withdraws his light; — 
Nor, like our northern day, gleam on 

Through twilight's dim delay. 
The cold remains of lustre gone. 

Of fire long pass'd away 
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LOVE AND HOPE. 

[8WIB8 AQL] 

At norm beside yon summer se^ 

Young Hope and Love reclined ; 
But scarce had noontide come, when Le 
Into his bark leap'd smilingly, 
And left poor Hope behind. 



«*I go," said Love, **to sail awhile 

Across this sunny main;" 
And then so sweet his parting smile, 
That Hope, who never dreamM of guile^ 
Believed he 'd come again. 



She lingered there till evening's beam 

Along the waters lay ; 
And o'er the sands, in thoughtful dream, 
Oft traced his name, which still the stream 

As often wash'd away. 



At length a sail appears in sight, 

And tow'rds the maiden moves ! 
T 18 Wealth that comes, and gay and bright, 
His golden bark reflects the light, 
But ah! it is not Love's. 
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Anodier sail — \ was Friendship showed 
Her night-lamp o'er the sea ; 

And calm the light that lamp bestow'd ; 

But Love had lights that wanner gloVd, 
And where, alas ! was he ? 



Now fiist around the sea and shore 

Night threw her darkUng chain ; 
The sunny sails were seen no more, 
Hope's morning dreams of bliss were o'eTy— 
Love never came again. 



THE CRYSTAL-IIUNTERa 



fSWnS AIB.] 



O'er mountains bright 

With snow and light, 
We Crystal-Hunters speed tloog ; 

While rocks and caves 

And icy waves, 
Each instant echo to our song; 
And, when we meet, with store of gemi^ 
We grudge not kings their diadems. 

O'er mountains bright 

With snow and light 
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We dyiUl'Hiiiiter* Bpeed nitmg^ 
WhUe grots and caves. 
And icy waves, 

Each instant echo to our soqg* 

Not half so oil the lover dreams 
Of sparkles from his lady's eyes, 

As we of those refreshing gleams 
Tliat tell where deep the crystal lies 

Though, next to crystal, we too grant 

That ladies' eyes may most enchant 
O'er mount^dns bright, d&c* 

Sometimes, when on the Alpine rose 

The golden sunset leaves its ray, 
So like a gem the flow'ret glows. 

We thither bend our headlong way ; 
And, though we find no treasure there^ 
We bless the rose that shines so fain 
O'er mountains bright 
Witli snow and light, 
We Crystal-Hunters speed adong; 
While rocks and caves. 
And icy waves. 
Each instant echo to our 80D|^ 
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FARE THEE WELL, THOU LOVELY ONE! 

[BXCUilAir aql] 

Fari thee well, thou lovely one ! 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 
Once his soul of truth is gone, 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 
Thy words, whate'er their flatt'ring spell, 

Could scarce have thus deceived ; 
But eyes that acted truth so well 

Were sure to be believed. 
Then, fare thee well, thou lovely one . 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 
Once his soul of truth is gone, 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 



Yet those eyes look constant still. 

True as stars they keep their light ; 
Still those cheeks their pledge fulfil 

Of blushing always bright. 
T is only on thy changeful heart 

The blame of falsehood lies ; 
Love lives in every other part. 

But there, alas ! he dies. 
Then, fare thee well, thou lovely onol 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 
Once his soul of truth is gone, 

Lrwe's sweet life is o'er 
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GATLY SOUNDS THE CABIi^gk 

[VALTBSB Aim.] 

Gatlt sounds the castanet, 

Dcating time to bounding feet, 
When, afler daylight*8 golden set, 

Maids and youths by moonlight meet 
Oh, then, how sweet to move 

Tlirough all that maze of mirtli, 
Led by light from eyes we love 

Beyond all eyes on earth. 

Then, the joyous banquet spread 

On the cool and fragrant ground, 
With heav'n's bright sparklers overheadt 

And still brighter sparkling round. 
Oh, then, how sweet to say 

Into some loved one's ear, 
Thoughts reserved through many a day 

To be thus whisper'd here. 

Wlien the dance and feast are done. 

Arm in arm as home we stray, 
How sweet to see the dawning sun 

O'er her cheeks warm blushes play ! 
Then, too, the farewell kiss — 

The words, whose parting tone 
Lingers still in dreams of bliss. 

That haunt young hearts alone. 
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OPT, IN TIIE STILLY NIGHT. i 

I 

[SCOTOK AIR.] 

Ott, in the stilly night, 

Ere Slumbei^s chain haa bound me^ 
Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me ; 
The smiles, the tears, 
Of boyhood's years, 
• The words of loye then spoken ; 
The eyes that shone, 
Now dimmed and gone, 
The cheerful hearts now broken ! 
Thus, in the stilly night. 

Ere Slumber's chain hath bound UM^ 
Sad Memory brings tlie light 
Of other days around me. 



When I remember all 

The friends, so link'd together, 
I Ve seen around me fall. 
Like leaves in wintry weather 

I feel like one, 

Who treads alone 
Some banquet-hall deselled. 

Whose lights are fled, 

Whose garland 's dead. 
And all but he departed! 
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Thus, in the stilly night, 
Ere Slumbei^s chain has boond i 

Sad Memoiy brings the light 
Of other days around me 



PEACE BE AROUND THEE. 

[scotch axsl] 

Pbacv be around thee, wherever thon rovest ; 

May life be for thcc one summer's day, 
And all that thou wishest, and all tliat thou lovesti 

Come smiling around thy sunny way ! 
If sorrow e'er this calm should break. 

May even thy tears pass off so lightly, 
Like spring-showers, they 11 only make 

The smiles that follow shine more brightly. 

May Time, who sheds his blight o'er all, 

And daily dooms some joy to death, 
O'er thee let years so gently fall, 

They shall not crush one flower beneath. 
As half in shade and half in sun 

This world along its path advances, 
May that side tlie sun 's upon 

Be all that e'er shall meet thy glancef*. 



ROW GENTLY II£3tB. 

[texetiax aib.1 

Row gently here, 

lily gondolier, 
So 8ot\ly wake Uie tide, 

That not an ear 

On eartli may hear, 
But hers to whom we glida 
Had Heaven but tongues to speak, as weD 

Aa starry eyes to see. 
Oh, think what talcs 't would have to tell 
Of wandering youths like me * 

Now rest thee here. 

My gondolier ; 
Hush, hush, for up T go. 

To climb yon light 

Balcony's height, 
While thou keep'st watch below; 
Ah! did we take for Heaven above 

But half such pains as we 
Take, day and night, fof woman's lov«^ 
What Angels we should be ' 

ao* 
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MV HARP HAS ONE UNCHANGINQ 

[«WIIkUH AtS.] 

Mr hairp haa one unchanging then]% 

One Btram thuL still conies o'er 
Ita 1 ail nil id cliord, 0:3 \ were a dream 

Of joy that 'fl now no more. 
En vain I try^ with livelier air^ 

To wake tlie breatliing string ; 
TJiiit voice of otiter times is thei% 

And fladdena all I slag. 

Breathe on, breatlie on, thou lan^id Btraia, 

Henceforth be all taj own; 
Thoug^h lliou art oft HO full of pain 

Few hearts cud bear thy tone. 
Yet ofl thoi! 'rt sweet, aa if die aigh, 

The breath thut Pleadure^s win^ 
Gave wil^ when last tliev wantou'd hj 

Were still upon thy aUingsi 



COME, CHAS£ Til AT STARTING TEAR 
AWAV. 

[f&bvoe aulJ 

CoMV, chase that starting tear away, 

Ere mine to meet it springs ; 
To-night, at least, to-night be gay, 

Whatever to-morrow brings. 
Like sunset gleams, that linger late 

When all is dark'ning fast. 
Are hours like these we snatch from Fate— 

The brightest, and the last ^ 

Then, chase that starting tear, Slc 

To gild the deepening gloom, if Heaven 

But one bright hour allow, 
Oh, think that one bright hour is given, 

In all its splendor, now. 
Let 's live it out — then sink in night, 

Like waves that from the shore 
One minute swell, are touched with light, 

Then lost for evermore ! 
Come, chase that starting tear, &c 



WnOIX BUY MY LOVE-KNCrra* 

ITnfEif, litte hifi lovc-knof^ selling, 
Caird at manf a maiflen^a dwelling. 
None could doubL, who saw or knew Uicm, 
Ilymeira coll was welcome to them. 

** Who '11 buy my love- knots ? 

Who'll buy my love-knois ? ** 
Soon m thfit sweet cry resounded^ 
Ht>w his baskeU were eurmuuded I 

MaiSs, who now firat drearu'd of trying 
Thefie gay knots of Hymen's tying-; 
DamoH, who long hnil sat to watch Idm 
PiisHmg by, but ne'er could catch him j 

•* Who '11 buy my love- knots ? 

Who '11 buy my love-knols ? " — 
All at lint sweet cry aasenibled ; 
Some laugh'd, some blush'd, and some trcmblsd 

• Here are knots,** said Hymen, taking 
Some loose flowersi " of Love's own makbg 
Here are pdd ones — you may trust 'ejn"^ 
^Theee, of courac, found ready custom,] 

"Come, buy my love- knots ! 

Come, buy my love-knots ! 
Some are labeird * Knots to tie men — 
Love ihe makei — Bought of llymeii..^ * 
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Scarce their bargfains were completed. 
When the nympha all cried, ** We 're clieated! 
See these flowers — they're drooping sadly; 
This gold-knot, too, ties but badly — 

WhoM buy such love-knots ? " 

Who M buy such love-knots ? 
Even this tie, with Love's name round it - 
All a sham — He never bound it" 

Love, who saw the y^hoJe proceeding, 
Would have laugh'd, but for good-breeding; 
While Old Hymen, who was used to 
Cries like that these dames gave loose to — 

" Take back our love-knots ! 

Take back our love-knots ! " 
Coolly said, " There 's no returning 
Wares on Hymen's hands — Good momi|\g ! * 



BRIGHT BE THY DREAMSL 

[WBLSH AIB.] 

» 

Bright be thy dreams — may all thy weeping 
Turn into smiles while thou art sleeping. 
May those by death or seas removed, 
The friends, who in thy spring-time knew theflb 

All, thou hast ever prized or loved, 
in dreams come smiling to thee *. 



m tunonAL aim. 

There may the child^ whose love lay deepef^ 
Dearest of all, come while thou sleepest; 
Still as she was — no charm forgot— 
No lustre lost that life had given ; 

Or, if changed, but changed to what 
Thou It find her yet in Heaven ! 



LIKE ONE WHO, DOOMT). 

Line one who, doomM o'er distant seas, 

His weary path to measure, 
When home at length, with fav'ring breeaa^ 

He brings the far-sought treasure ; 

His ship, in sight of shore, goes down, 
That shore to which he hasted ; 

And all the wealth he thought his own 
Is o*er the waters wasted. 

Like him, this heart, thro* many a track 

Of toil and sorrow straying. 
One hope alone brought fondly back, 

Its toil and grief repaymg. 

like him, alas, I see that ray 

Of hope before me perish. 
And one dark minute sweep away 

What years were given to chcish^ 



THOUGH TIS ALL BUT A DREAM. 

[tbbnck aol] 

Fhouoh *t is all but a dream at the best, 
And still, when happiest, soonest o^er, 
Yet, even in a dream, to be blessed 
Is so sweet, that I ask for no more* 

The bosom that opes 

With earliest hopes, 
The soonest finds those hopes untrue; 

As flowers that first 

In spring-time burst 
The earliest wither too ! 

Ay — 't is all but a dream, dtc. 



Though by Friendship we oft are deceivedi 

And find Love*s sunshine soon o*ercas^ 
Yet Friendship will still be believed, 
And Love trusted on to the last 

The web 'mong the leaves 

The spider weaves 
Is like the charm Hope hangs o^er meDf 

Though oflen she sees 

rr is broke by the breeze, 
She spins the bright tissue again. 

Ay— 'tis ail but a dream, &a 
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JOYS OP YOUTH, NOW FLEETING! 

[POBTUOXTBBB AOJ] 

WHTSp'RiNes, heard by wakeful maids, 

To whom the night-stars guide us ; 
Stolen walks tlu-ough moonlight shades 
With those we love beside us, 
Hearts beating, 
At meeting; 
Tears starting. 
At parting ; 
Oh, eweet youth, how soon it fades ! 
Sweet joys of youth, how fleeting! 

W«ndMngs far away from home. 

With life all new before us ; 
Greetings warm, when home we come, 
From hearts whose prayers watched o'er oi 
Tears starting. 
At parting; 
Hearts beating. 
At meeting ; 
Oh, sweet youth, bow lost on some ! 
To some, how bright and fleeting ! 



LOVE IS A HUNTER-SOT. 

[LAHOUIDOOIAV AIX.] 

LoTv 18 a hunter-boy. 

Who makes young faeaiU hii pNf 
And, in hia nets of joy, 

Ensnares them night and day. 
In vain concealM they lie — 

Love. tracks them everywhere; 
In vainaiofl they fly — 

Love shoots them flying thereii 



But *t is his joy most sweet, 

.At eariy dawn to trace 
The print of Beauty's feet, 

And give the trembler chaMi 
And if, through virgin aiow^ 

He tracks her footsteps fair« 
How sweet for Love to know 

None went before him thert. 
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FLOW ON. TIIOU SinNINO RIVElt 

[roBnrovws An.) 

Flow on, tboa shining hTer s 
But, ero thou reach the oei, 

£eek ESlla'e bower, and give her 
The wreaths I fling o'er thee. 

And tell her thus, if she 11 be mine 
The current of our lives shall be, 

With joys along their course to shiae^ 

^ Like those sweet flowers on thee. 

But it, m wandVing thither, 

Thou find'st she mocks mj pmyer, 
Then leave those wreaths to wither " 

Upon the cold bank there ; 
And tell her thus, when youth is o'er. 

Her lone and loveless charms shall b« 
Thrswn by upon life's weedy shore, 

Like those sweet flowers from thee. 



GO, TIIEN — TIS YAUS. 

[BIOILIAM AOLJ 

Go, tncn — *tw vain to nover 

Thus round a hope that^e dead; 
At length my dream is over ; 

T was sweet — 't was false — t is fled! 
Farewell ! since naught it moves thee^ 

Such truth as mine to see — 
Some one, who far less loves thee. 

Perhaps more blessM will be. 

Farewell, sweet eyes, whose brightnett 

New life around me shed ; 
Farewell, false heart, whose lighlneii 

Now leaves me death instead* 
Go, now, those charms surrender 

To some new lover's sigh — 
One who, though far less tender 

May be more bless'd than L 
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WHERE SHALL WE BURT OUR SHAMB 

^KBAPOXJTAK AIB.] 

WmsRC ehall we bury our Blmme? 

Where, in what desolate place, 
ni«1e the last wreck of a name 

llroken and stainM by disorrace? 
Death may dissever the chain, 

Oppression will cease when weVe 
But the dishonor, the stain, 

Die as we may, will live on. 

Was It fbr this we sent out 

Liberty's cry from our shore? 
Was it for this Uiat her shout 

Thrill'd to the world's very core? 
Thus to live cowards and slaves ! — 

Oil, ye free hearts that lie dead, 
Do you not, ev'n in your ^ves, 

Shudder, as o'er yea we tread ? 
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TAKE HENCE THE BOWL. 

[KBAPOLITJLir AIB.J 

Take hence the bowl ; — tliough beAounf 

Brui^htly as bowl e'er shonOy 
Oh, it but sets me, dreaming 

Of happy da)r8 now gone. 
There, in its clear reflection, 

As in a wizard^s glass, 
Lost hopes and dead affection. 

Like shades, before me pass. 



Each cup I drain brings hither 

Some scenes of bliss gone by ; — * 
Bright lips, too bright to wither, 

Warm hearts, too warm to die. 
Till, as the dream comes o*er mt 

Of those long-vanishM yean, 
Alas, the wine before me 

Seems tuniing&U to tean! 
9l« 
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II ARK! Tin: VESPER I^HN J^ STEAUNQ. 

rBVBSIAir Aim.] 

Hark ! the Tesper hymn w stealing 

0*er the waters sofl and clear ; 
Nearer yet and nearer pealing', 
And now bursts upon the ear : 
Jubilate, Amen. 
Farther now, now farther stealing, 
Soil it fades upon die ear : 
Jubilate, Amen. 

Now, like moonlight waves retreatiiig 

To the shore, it dies along ; 
Now, like angry surges meeting 
Breaks tlic mingled tide of sbrg: 
Jubilate, Amen. 
Ilush ! again, like waves, retreating 
To the shore, it dies along. 
Jubilate^ Ameiii 
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WIIEN TimpUGH TtlS PIAZET7A. 

WHKif througrh the Piac^tte 

Nigbt brcaUi«« her <*.ool air, 
Then, dearest Ninctta, 

1 11 come to thee Uiereu 
Beneath thy mask shrouded 

I *U know thee afar, 
Aa Ijove knows, though cloii4eil^ 

Ilia own £venuig Star. 

In garb, then, resembling 

Sk>me gay gondolier, 
\11 whisper thee, trembling, 

^ Our bark, love is near ; 
Now, now, whHe there hover. 

Those clouds o*er the moom 
T will waft thee safe ovor 

Yon silent Lagoon.'' 



WIIEN ABROAD IN THE WORLD. 

Whvn abroad in the world thou appearest, 
And the young and the lovely are there, 
To my heart while of all thou 'rt the dearetC, 
To my eyes thou 'rt of all the moat fair. 
They pass one by one, 

Like waves of the sea, 
That say to the Sun, 
" See, how fair we can be,* 
But where 's the light like thine, 
In sun or shade to shine ? 
No — iKH 'mong them all, there is nothiog like thM^ 
Nothing like thee. 

Oft, of old, without farewell or warning. 

Beauty's self used to steal from the skies ; 
Fling a mist round her head, some fine morning, 
And post down to earth in disguise ; 
But, no matter what shroud 

Around her might be, 
Men peep'd through the cloud, 
And whisper'd " T is She." 
So thou, where thousands are, 
Shin'st forth the only star — 
Tes, yes, 'mong them all, there is nothing like thee^ 
Nothing like thee. 



ypiEN J-OVE IS pjs^ 

When Love is kind, 

Cheerful and free. 
Love *8 sure to find 

Welcome from me» 

But when Love brings 
Heartache or pang, 

Tears, and such things 7* 
Love may go hang* 

If Ix>ve can sigh 

For one alone 
Well pleased am I 

fo be that one. 

But should I see 

Love giv'n to rove 
To two or three, 

Then — good-by, ham . 

Love must, in short, 
Keep fond and true^ 

Through good report. 
And evil too. 

Else, here I swear, 
Young Love may go^ 

For auglit I care — 
ToJerirclia 
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KEEP THOSE EYES STILL PURELY M1NB 

Kkep those eyes still purely mine 

Though far off I be : 
When on others most they shine, 

Then think they 're turnM on me. 

Should those lips as now respond 

To sweet minstrelsy, 
When their accents seem most fond, 

Then think they *re breathed for me. 

Make what hearts thou wilt thy own, 

If when all on thee 
Fix their charmed thoughts alone, 

Thou think'st the while on me. 



. HEAR ME BUT ONCE. 

[VBBXOH AIB.] 

Hkar me but once, while o'er the gnv% 
In which our Love lies cold and dead, 

I count each flatt'ring hope he gave 
Of joys, now lost, and charms now fled. 
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Who could have thought the smile he wor^ 
When first we met, would fade away ? 

Or that a chill would e'er come o'er 
Those eyea so bright through many a day f 
Hear me but once, &«• 



THOU LOV'ST NO MORE. 

Tso plain, alas, my dotm is spoken, 
Nor canst thou veil the sad truth o'er. 

Thy heart is changed, thy vow is broken, 
Thou lov'st no more — thou lov'st no mom 

Though kindly stiU those eyes behold me, 
The smile is gone, which once they wore ; 

Though fondly still those arms enfold me, 
T is not the same — thou lov'st no more 

Too long my dream of bliss believing, 
I Ve thought thee all thou wert. before ; 

But now — alas ! there 's no deceiving, 
T is all too plain, thou lov'st no mora* 



Oh, thou as soon the dead couldst waken, 
As lost afiection's life restore. 

Give peace to her that is forsaken, 
Or bring back him who loves no ] 



J 
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flERE SLEEPS THE BABLJK 

[HI(1HLA.KI> AI^J 

ITsRK sleeps the Bard who knew wn well 
All the iweet windinga of Apollo t iinell 
Whether ita music roU'd like torrents ne&Ti 
Or died, like diatant stream !ctfl, on l!ie ear< 
Sleep, sleep, mute bard ; alike unheeded now 
The Htomi &nd zephyr sweep thy tifcleia brow ;-^ 
That fltornii whcee rush ia like thy martial lay i 
Tbat bieeie which, like thy iore-songi diei &w«y I 



1)0 NOT SAY THAT LIFE IS WANlXa 

Do not ray that life 10 waning', 
Or that Hopeli aweet day ia Mt j 

While I Ve thee and love remaining, 
Life 10 in th' horizon yet: 



Do not think thove charnn are flyin^t 
Though thy rotes fhde and hll ; 

Beauty bath a grnee nndyingf^ 
Which in thee aurvivea thom ftIL 
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Not for cliarms, the newest, brightest. 
That on other cheeks may shine, 

Would I change the least, the slightest, 
That is lingering now o*er thina 



IF IN LOVING, SINGING. 



If in loving, singing, night and day 

We could trifle merrily life away, 

Like atoms dancing in the beam, 

Like dayklios skimming o*er the streatti. 

Or summer blossoms, bom to sigh 

Their sweetness out, and die — 

How brilliant, thoughtless, side by side, 

Thoo and I could make our minutes glide ! 

No atoms ever glanced so bright, 

No day-flies ever danced so light. 

Nor summer blossoms mizM their sigh, 

So close, as thou and 1 1 



I 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

LINES 

WJU Tl' im ON LBATDTO FHXUU»I^KIA. 

AiciHE by the Schuylkill a wanderer roved, 
And bright were its floweiy banks to his eye ; 

But far, very far, were the friends that he loved. 
And he gazed on its flowery banks with a sigh. 

Oh Nature, though blessed and bright are thy raysy 
O'er the brow of creation enchantingly thrown. 

Yet faint are they all to the lustre that plays 
In a smile from the heart that is fondly our own. 

Nor long did the soul of the stranger remain 
Unbless'd by the smile he had languished to meet ; 

Though scarce did he hope it would sooth him again. 
Till the threshold of home had been press'd by his feet 

But the lays of his boyhood had otoPn to their ear. 
And they loved what they knew of so humble a name ; 

^d they told him, with flattery welcome and dear. 
That they found in hii heart something better than 
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Nor did womm— oh woman! whose form and wlioseMol 
Are the epell and the light of each path we puraiie; 

Whether sunn'd in the tropics or chUl'd at the pole, 
If woman be there, there is happinfws too: — 

Nor did she her enamorin^ magfs ^ny, — 
That magic his heart had relinquish'd so long, — 

Like eyes he had loved was har eloquent eye, 
Like them did it soften and weep at his song. 

Oh, blessM be the tear, and in memory olt 
May its spttkfe be shed o^er the wanderei's dream , 

Three bless'd be that eye, and may passion as soft, 
As firee from a pang, ever mellow its beam! 

The stianger is gone — bat he will not forget, 
IVhen at home he shall talk of the toils he has 

To tell, with a sigh, what endearments he met. 
As he stnyM by the waye of the SehnyUdil 



A CANADIAN BOAT SONO. 

pAnrrLT as tolls the ef«n!ng cUme 
Our voices keep tune and our oars keep tinm 
Soon as the woods on shore look dim. 
We 11 sing at St Ann's our patting hymn. 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fssi, 
The BApids are near and the daylight's past 
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Why should we yet our sail unfurl ? 
There is not a breathe the blue wave to curl ; 
But, when the wind blows off the shore, 
Oh ! sweetly we '11 rest our weary oar, 
Blow, ureezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 
The Rapids are near and the daylight *s past 

XJtawas' tide! the trembling moon 
Shall see us float over thy surg^es soon. 
Saint of this green isle ! hear our prayers, 
Oh, graat us cool heavens and favorng airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream run i fast, 
The Rapids are near and the daylight 's past. 



TO THE FIRE-FLY. 

At morning, when the earth and sky 
Are glowing with the light of spring*, 

We see thee not, thou humble fly ! 
Not think upon thy gleaming wing. 

But when the skies have lost their hue, 
And sunny lights no longer play. 

Oh then we see and bless thee too 
For sparkling o'er the dreary way. 

Thus let my hope, when lost to me 
The lights that now my life illume, 

Some milder joys may come, like thee. 
To cheer, if not to warm, the gloom 1 



THE STEERSMAN^ KONG. 

Whe,'^ freshly blows the northern gala, 

AnJ unJur ctnirsoa anng ^o fly ; 
Or when lie^Lt breezes swell Uio sail* 

An J roy Jils proudly sweep tlie sky j 
Tjonguidu ihe wJieel, titiwuaried still 

I Btund, and, aj9 my watchful eye 
Dotli mark iJie needless fuidiful thrilL 

1 Uiiuk of her I love, ajid cry, 

Port, my boy ! post 

When calms delay, or breezes blow 

Right fro:n the point we wish to steer; 
When by tlie wind close-haurd we gOp 

And strive in vain the port to near; 
1 think *t ia ihm the fates defer 

My bliss with one that *b far awayi 
And «'liJle remembrance springs to her, 

I watch UiQ sails and sighing- say, 

Thus, my boy I tim* 

But see, the wind draws kindly aft, 

All bands are up the yurd^ to aqttare. 
And now the floating^ stu'n-flaib waA 

Our stately ship Uirough waves njid ak, 
Oh ! then 1 think that yet for me 

Some breeze of fortune thus may sping, 
Some breeze to waft rne^ love, to thee — 

Axul in that hope I smiling sing. 

Steady, boy! d<K 
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WRITTEN ON PASSING DEADMAN^ ISLAND 

See yon, beneatii yon clond so dark, 
Fast gliding along a gloomy bark ? 
Her sails are full, — though the wind is still, 
And there blows not a breath her sails to fill ! 

Say what doth that vessel of darkness bear ? 
The silent calm of the grave is there, 
Save now and again a death-knell rung. 
And the flap of the sails with night-fog hong. 

There lieth a wreck on the dismal shore 
Of cold and pitiless Labrador ; 
Where, under the moon, upon mounti of flost, 
Full many a mariner^ bones are toss'd. 

Yon shadowy bark hath been to that wreck, 
And the dim blue fire, that lights her deck, 
Dotii play on as pale and livid a crew 
As evet yet drank the churchyard dew. 

To Deadman's Isle, in the eye of the blast. 
To Deadman's Isle, she speeds her fast; 
By skeleton shapes her suls are furPd, 
And the hand that steers is not of this world I 

Oh ! hurry thee on — oh ! hurry thee on, 
Thoa terrible bark, ere the night be gone, 
Nor let morning look on so foul a sight 
Aa would blanch for ever her rosy light! 



TIIE TORCH OF UBERTT 

I SAW it all in Fancy's glass — 
Herself, tlie fair, the wild magician, 

Who bids tliis splendid day-drcain pass^ 
And named each gliding apparitioa 

T was like a torch-race — such as they 
Of Greece performed, in ages gone, 

When Uie fleet youths, in long array. 
Passed tlie bright torch triumphant on. 

I saw th' expectant nations stand, 
To catch the coming flame in tunr; — 

I saw, from ready hand to hand. 
The clear, though struggling, glory bunL 

And, oh, their joy, as it came near, 
T was, in itself, a joy to see ; — 

While Fancy whispered in my ear, 
''That torch they pass is Liberty!'' 

And each, as she received the flame, 
Lighted her altar with its ray ; 

Then, smiling, to the next who came. 
Speeded it on its sparkling way. 

From Albion first, whose ancient shrine 
Was fumishM with the fire already, 

Columbia caught the boon divine, 
And lit a Hame, like Albion's, steady 
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The splendid gift then Gallia took, 
And, like a wild Bacchante, raifling 

rhe brand aloft, its sparkles shook, 
As she would set the world arblazing ! 

Thus kindling wild, so fierce and high 

Her altar blazed into the air, 
That Albion, to that fire too nigh, 

Shrunk back, and shudder'd at its glare! 

Next, Spain, so new was li^t to her, 
LeapM at the torch — but, ere the spark 

That fell upon her shrine could stir, 
T was quench'd — and all again was darL 

Yet, no — not quenchM — a treasure, worth 

So much to mortals, rarely dies : 
Again her living light lookM forth, 

And shone, a beacon, in all eyes. 

Who next received the flame ? alas, 
Unworthy Naples — sliame of shames, 

That ever through such hands should pass 
That brightest of all eartlily flames ! 

Scarce had her fingers touchM the torch, 
When, frighted by the sparks it shed. 

Nor waiting even to feel the iKsorch, 
She dropp'd it to the earth — and fled. 

And falPn it might have long remain'd ; 

But Greece, who saw her moment now. 
Caught up the prize, though prostrate, stained. 

And waved it round her beauteous brow 
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And Fancy bade roe mark where, o^er 
Her altar, as its flame aaoeaded, 

Fkir, laurell'd spirits seem'd to soar, 
Wiio thus in song their voices blended i - 

* Shine^ shine for ever, glorious Flvne, 
Divinest gift of Qods to men! 

From Greece thy earliest splendor came^ 
To Greece thy ray returns again. 

«Take, Freedom, take thy radiant round, 
When dimm'd, revive, when lost, retun^ 

TiU not a shrine through earth be found. 
On which thy glories shall not bum ! " 



Tins WORLD IS ALL A FU:ETING SHOW 

This world is all a fleeting show. 

For man's illusion given ; 
The smiles of Joy, the tears of Woe^ 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow ^ 

There *s nothing true, but Heaven! 

And false the light on Glory's plume^ 

As fading hues of Even : 
And Love and Hope, and Beanty's blocMn, 
Are blossoms gathered for the tomb — 

There's nothing bright, but HeaFen* 
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Poor wandVen of a stonny day ! 

From wave to wave we 're driven, 
And Fancy's flash, and Reason's my, 
Serve but to light the troubled way — 

There 's nothing calm, but Heav«ii ! 



OH, TEACH ME TO LOVE THEE, 

Oh, teach me to love Thee, to feel what thoa art. 
Till, fill'd with the one sacred image, my heart 

Shall all other passions disown ; 
Like some pure temple, that shines apart, 

Reserved for Thy worship alone. 

In joy and in sorrow, through praise and timmgli Mini% 
Thud still let. me, living and dying the same^ 

In Tkif service bloom and decay — 
Like some lone altar, whose votive flame 

In holiness wasteth away. 

Though bom in this desert, and doom'd by my birth 
To pain and aflUction, to darkness and dearth, 

On Thee tet my spirit rely — 
Like some rude dial, tbat» fix'd on earth, 

Sull looks for its light from the skv 



WEEP IfOT FOR THOSE. 

Wefp not for those whom the veil of the tomb, 

In life's happy mornings, hath bid from oiir eyes, 
Ere sin threw a blight o'er the spirit's young bloom. 

Or earth had profaned what was bom for the skies. 
Death chill'd the fair fountain, ere sorrow had stamM it 

T was frozen in all the pure light of its course. 
And but sleeps till the sunshine of Heaven has un* 
chain'd it, 

To water thai Eden where first was its source. 
Weep not for those whom the veil of the tomb, 

In life's happy morning, hath hid from our eyes, 
Ere sin threw a blight o'er the spirit's young bloom, 

Or eanh had profaned what was bom for the skies. 

Mourn not for her, the young Bride of the Vale, 

Our gayest and loveliest, lost to us now, 
Ere life's early lustre had time to grow pale. 

And the garland of Love was yet fresh on her brow. 
Oh, then was her moment, dejsr spirit for flying 

From this gloomy world, while its gloom wu 
unknown— 
And the wild hymns she warbled so sweetly, in dyings 

Were echoed in Heaven by lips like her own. 
Weep not for her — in her spring-time she flew 

To that land where the wings of the soul are uolVirrd 
And now, like a star beyond evening's cold dew, 

LiXkks radiantly down on the tears of this world. 



A BALLAD. 

THB LAXB 07 THB DISMAL fVAMP. 

*^Vnr.r mmle her a grave, too cold and damp 

For a fioul so warm and true ; 
And she 's gone to the Lake of the Dbrnd Swamf^ 
^Vhcre, all night long, by a fire-fly lainp, 

She paddles her white canoe. 



"And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall seCi 

And her paddle I soon shall hear; 
Long and loving our life shall be, 
And I '11 hide the maid in a cypress tree, 
When the footstep of death is near." 



Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds — 

His path was rugged and sore, 
7*lirough tangled juniper, beds of reeds, 
Through many a fen, where the serpent fbedi^ 

And man never trod before. 



And, when on earth he sunk to sleep, 

If slumber his eyelids knew, 
lie lay, where the deadly vine doth weep 
Its venomous tear, and nightly steep 
The flesh with blistering dew 1 
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And near him the she-wolf stin'd the brake, 
And the copper-snake breathed in his ear, 
Till he starting cried, from his dream awake, 
" Oh ! when shall I see the dusky Lake, 
And the white canoe of my dear?" 

He saw the Lake, and a meteor bright 

Quick over its surface play'd — 
• Weteome," he said, " my dear one's light!** 
And the dim shore echoed, for many a nigbt, 
The name of the deatli-cold maid* 

Till he hoUow'd a boat of the bbxshen bark. 

Which carried him off from shore ; 
Par, far he folio w'd the meteor spark. 
The wind was high and the clouds were CwA^ 
And the boat returned no more. 

But oil, from the Indian hunter's camp. 

This lover and maid so true 
Are seen at tlie hour of midnight damp 
To cross the Lake by a fire-fly lampi 

And paddle their white canoe * 



SONG OF THE EVIL SPIRIT 01 THE 
WOODa 

Now the vapor, hot and damp, 
Shed by day'g expiring lamp. 
Through tlie misty ether spreads 
Ei^ery ill the white man dreads ; 
Fiery fever's thirsty thrill, 
Fitful ague's shivering chill ! 

Hark ! I hear the traveller's song, 
As he winds the woods along ; — 
Christian, 't is tlie song of fear ; 
Wolves are round thee, night is near, 
And tlie wild thou dar'st to roam — 
Think, *t was once the Indian's home I 

Hither, sprites, who love to harm, 
Wheresoe'er you work your charm, ^ 
By the creeks, or by the brakes. 
Where tlie pale witch feeds her snakei^ 
And tlie cayman loves to creep, 
Torpid, to his wintry sleep : 
Where the bird of carric*n flits. 
And the shudd'ring murderer sits. 
Lone beneath a roof of blood ; 
While upon his poison'd fo< 
From the corpse of him he sl^ 
Drops the chil^ and gory dew. 

33* 
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Hither bend ye, tuni ye hither, 
Eye8 that blast and wings that wither! 
Cross the wandVing Christian's way, 
Lead him, ere the glimpse of day. 
Many a mile of madd'ning error, 
Through the maze of night and teiror. 
Till the mom behold him lying 
On the damp earth, pale and dying. 
Mock him, when his eager sight 
Seeks the cordial cottage-light ; 
Gleam then, like the lightning-bug. 
Tempt him to the den that 's dug 
For the foul and famiidh'd brood 
Of the she- wolf, gaunt for blood ; 
Or, unto the dangerous pass 
O'er the deep and dark morass, 
Where the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelain, pipes, and rings, 
Tributes, to be hung in air. 
To the Fiend presiding there ! 

Then, when night's long labor past, 
Wildei'd, faint, he falls at last, 
Sinking where the causeway's edge 
Moulders in the slimy sedge. 
There \fit efery noxious thing 
Trail its filth and fix its sting; 
Let the bull-toad taint him over, 
Round him let moschetoes hover, 
In his ears and eyeballs tingle. 
With his blood their poison mingle^ 
Till, beneath the solar fires, 
Rankling all, the wretch erpiret ' 
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SIYB&. 

From nse of morn till set of sun 
I 've seen the mighty Mohawk run ; 
And as I maik'd the woods of pine 
. Along his mirror darkly shine, 
Like tall and gloomy forms that pass 
Before the wizard's midnight glass ; 
And as I view*d the hurrying pace . ^ 
With which he ran his turbid race, 
Rushing, alike untired and wild. 
Through shades that frown'd and fioweii 

that smiled, 
Plying by every green recess 
That wooM him to its calm caress, 
Yet, sometimes turning with the windy 
As if to leave one look behind, — 
Ofl have I thought, and thinking sigh'd^ 
How like to thee, Jiioa restless tide, 
May be the lot, the life of him 
Who roams along thy water's brim ; 
Through what alternate wastes of wot 
And flowers of joy my path may go; 
How many a sfaeiter'd, calm retreat 
May woo the while my weary feet, 
While still pursuing, still unbless'di 
I wander on, nor dare to rest: 
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But, urgent as the doom that calk 
Thy water to its destined falls, 
I feel the world^s bewild'ring force 
Iluny my heart's devoted coarse 
From lapse to lapse, till life be donOy 
And the spent current cease to run. 
One only prayer I dare to make. 
As nnirard thus my coarse I take ; — 
Oh, be my falls as bright as Uiine ! 
May heaven's relenting rainbow shine 
Upon the mist that circles me. 
As soil 88 now it hangs o'er thee ! 



TIIE TURF SHALL BE MY FRAGRANT 
SHRINE. 

TnB tnrf shall be my fragrant shrine ; 
My temple, Lord ! that Arch of thine ; 
^ly censer's breath the mountain airs, 
And silent thoughts my only prayers. 

lily choir shall be the moonlight waves, 
When mnnn'ring homeward to their caves. 
Or when the stillness of the sea, 
E'en more than music, breathes of Thee. 

1 11 seek, by day, some glade onknown. 
All light and silence, like thy Throne ; 
And the pale stars shall be, at night. 
The only eyes that watch my rite. 
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Toy Heaven, on which 'tis blm to loofc« 
Shall be my pure and shining boo!<, 
Where I shall read, in words of flaioe* 
■ The glories of thy wondnius name* 

I *11 read thy anger in the rack 

That clouds awhile the day-beam*s track 

Thy mercy in the aziu« hue 

Of sunny brightness, breaking through* 

There 's nothing bright, above, below, 
From tlowers that bloom to stars that gkw, 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some feature of thy Deity. 

There 's nothing dark, below, above, 
But in its gloom I trace thy Love^ 
mm And meekly wait that moment, when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again t 



YOUTH AND AGE. 

" Tkll me, what 's Love ? " said Youth, cxms d^. 
To drooping Age, who crossM his way.— >» 
^ It is a sunny hour of play, 
For which repentance dear doth pay ; 

Repentance! Repentance! 
And this is Love, as wise men say** 
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**^ TeJ me, whitt *b have ? ** aiid YauUi oiice raon^ 
Fenrrtil, y^et fond, of Age'fl lore. — 
** Sijft 08 a passing- iiimmer*a wind : 
Woulikt know Llie blig-ht it leaves behind ? 

Repentance ! Repentance I 
And tiiifl ifi Love — when Love ia d'erJ* 

** Tel! mo. what 'a Love ? " anid Vonlh ftguQ. 
IViistinn; the blisfi, but not ibe pain, 
** Sweet BB fl AJay tree'a scented air — 
Miifk ye H'hat hitter fruit *t wjll bear, 

Rrpt'ntnnce I Rcpenliince i 
TliiSj tliia is Loire — sweet Yuuth, bewaie," 

J LI At then, yoiingr l/jve himself camo ^f. 

And cast on Veuth a siniljno- ere ; 

Willi couUI resist that gJance*s ray i* 

In viitn did A^e his wammj.'- nay, ^^ 

" Repentance I Repentance ! ** 
Youth ktughing went with Lofvn &war« 



TIIE DYING WARRKIE 

A woimi>KD ChiefUin, lying 
By the Danube^s leafy aiJe^ 

ThiiB faintly aaid, in dying, 
"Oh! bear^ thou foannit^ uday 

This gift to mj Itdy-bnfiu 
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7 was tien, in life's last qai^mv 
He flung the scarf ae wore 

Into the foaming river, 
Which, ah too quickly, bore 
That pledge of one no vntate ! 

With fond impatience bumingt 
The Chieftain's lady stood. 

To watch her love returning 
In triumph down the flood, 
From that day's field of blood. 

But, field, alas, ill-fated * 

The lady saw, instead 
Of the bark whose speeil she waited. 

Her hero's scarf, all rc<l 

With the drops his heart liad shed. 

One shriek — and all was over — 
Her life-pulse ceased to beat; 

The gloomy waves now c<j\er 
That bridal-flower so sweet, 
And the scarf is her winmng-ebect! 
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UERRILV EVERY BOSOM BOUNDETEL 

THS TTBOLISB SONO OF UBBBTT. 

BIeuiilt every bosom boondeth, 

Merrily, oh ! 
Where the song of Freedom soondeth. 
Merrily, oh ! 
There the warrior's arms 

Shed more splendor; 
There the maiden's^ charms 
Shine more tender; 
Gf^ joy the land surroundeth, 
Merrily, oh! merrily, oh! 

Wearily every bosom pineth, 

Wearijy, oh ! 
Where the bond of slavery twintth^ 
Wearily, oh ! 
There the warrior'^ dart 

Hath no fleetness ; 
There the maiden's heart 
Hath no sweetness — 
Ev'ry flow'r of life declineth, 
Wearily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 

Cheerily then from hill and valley. 

Cheerily, oh! 
Like your native fountains sally. 

Cheerily, oh ! 
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U A gUmom dmtik 

Won by bF»«ery> 
jBweeter be than bf^aui 

Sigh'd in skveiy 
Ronnd the fla^ of Freedom raa^f« 
ChMiily, oh! che^v q|i^ 
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THE MAGIC MIEROB. 

"CoMX, if thy magic Glaas have pow*r 

To call up forms we wish to see ; 
Show me my Love, in that rosy bowV, 

Where last she pledged her truth to me.* 

The Wizard showed him his Lady bright. 
Where lone and pale in her bow*r she lay ; 

^ True-hearted maid," said the happy Kni^h^ 
^ She 's thinking of one, who is far awav * 

But, lo ! a page, with looks of joy, 

Brings tidings to the Lady's ear ; 
* T is," said the Knight, ^ the same bright boy^ 

Who used to guide me to my dear." 

The Lady now, from her favorite tree, 

Hath, smiling, pluck'd a rosy flowV ; 

** Such," he exclaimed, ^ was the gift that she 

Kach morning sent me from that bowV * " 
air 
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She gives her page the blooming rose, 

With looks that say^ "Like lightning^, fly !" 

"Thus," thought the Knight, " she souths her 
By fancying, still, her true-love nigh," 

But the page returns, and — oh^ what a. si^ht, 

For truing lover's eyes to see ! — 
Leads to that boVr another Knight, 
A^ joung and, alas, as loved as hei 

" Such^* quoth the Youth, " is Woananli Ions ' ' 
Then, darting forth, with furtoua bound, 

D&shM at the Mirror his iron glove. 
And Btjew'd it all in fragments ronnd. 



Such ilta would never have come to paea, 
Had he ne'er sought that fata] view ; 

The Wizard would still have kept his Clafla, 
And the Knight etOl thought his Lady trti«k 



TlIE FAMCy FAIR, 

CoBfx, maids and youths;, for here we sell 
All wondrous things of earth and airj 

Whatever wild romancers tell, 
Or poets sing, or lovers swear, 
Vou ^11 fmd at this our F^oicj Fiir* 
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Here eyes are made like stais to shine, 
And kept, for years, in such repair, 

That ev'n when tum'd of thirty-nine. 
They '11 hardly look the worse for 
If bought at this our Fancy Fair. 

We Ve lots of tears for bards to showV, 
And hearts that such ill usage bear. 

That, though they 're broken ev'iy hour. 
They 11 still in rhyme fresh breaking bear. 
If purchased at our Fancy Fair. 

As fashions change in ev'ry thing, 
We Ve goods to suit each season's air. 

Eternal friendships for the spr iig, 
And endless loves for summer wear, — 
All sold at this our Fancy Fair. 

We ve reputations white as snow, 
That long will last if used with care, 

Nay, safe through all life's journey go. 
If packed and mark'd as ^ brittle ware,"-* 
Just purchased at the Fancy Fair 
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HER LAST WORDS, AT PARTING. 

Ilm last wordfl, at purting, how can I forget ? 
Deep treasured through life, in my heart they shall 
stay; 
Like musiCy whose eharm in the soul lingers yet, 
When its sounds from the ear have long melted 
away. 
Let Fortune assail me, her fhreat*ninga are vaili : 

Those still-breatliing words shall my talisman be,— 
* Remember, in a^^^ence, in sorrow, and pain, 
There's one heart, unchanging, that beats but fixr 
thee." 

IVom the desert's sweet well tho^ the pilgrim must hie, 
Never more of that fresh-springing fountain to taste^ 

He hath still of its bright drops a treasured supply, 
Whose sweetness lends life to his lips thirough the 
waste. 

Bo^ dark as my fate is still doomil to remain, 
These words shall my well m Uie wilderness be, — 
Remember, in absence, in sorrow, and pain. 
There's one heart, uncnangmg, that beats but foe 
Jiee 
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BALLAD STANZAS. 

I Kifcw by the smoke, that so gracefully curPd 
Above the green elms, that a cottage was near, 

And I said, ** If there's peace to be found in the world| 
A heart that was humble might hope for it here ! ^. 

It was noon, and on flowers that languish'd around 

,In silence reposed the voluptuous bee ; 
Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound 

But the woodpecker tapping the hollow beach-tree. 

And, *^ Here in this lone little wood," I exclaim'd, 
**' With a maid who was lovely to soul and to;eye, 

Who would blush when I praised her, and weep if I 
blamed. 
How blest could I live, and how calm could I die ! 

''By the shade of yon sumach, whose red berry dipf 
In the gush of the fountain, how sweet to recline, 

And to know that I sigh'd upon innocent lips. 
Which had never been sigh'd on by any but mine!* 






SALE OP CUPIIX 

Who *ll bay % little boy ? Look, yonder m be, 

FiiffC Kstecp, sly rogue, on Km mother^ knee i 

fio bold * young imp 1 w n't safe to keep, 

Sfi i 'II port tritJi him now, while he *a aournJ wilcep^ 

Bee his arch little nosei haw shurp \ is currd, 

Hii witLgfl, too, ev'n in eleep unfurFd ; 

And liiose liuffemt which still ever ready are found 

For [nirth or for miachief, to tickle, or wound. 

He 11 try with his tears your heart to beguile, 
But never you mind — he '§ latighing all the whito ; 
For little he cares^ so he has his own whim, 
And weeping or laughing are all one to hira. 
UiB eye is tts keen m the lightning's flojili^ 
Ifi» tongue like the red bolt quick and rash ; 
And so aavage ia he, tJiat his own dear motJier 
Ii acarce n\OTe safe in hia hands tlLan another 

In short, to Btim up this dar1ing*s praise, 
He *a a downright pest in all sorts of wayi • 
And if any one wantt euch an imp to employi 
He shall have a dead bargain of this little boy. 
Bu* see, the boy wakes — his bright tears flow — 
His eyes seem to ask cou}d I sell him? oh no^ 
Sweet chUd, no, no —though so naughty you be^ 
You sbaii live evermoie with my Leabi& and mo 




COME, YE DISCONSOLATE. 

Come, ye dMoonsolate, where'er joa languiah, 
Come, at God's altar fervently kneel ; 

Ilere bring your wounded hearts, here tell your i 
guish — 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven.cannot heaL 

Joy of the desolate, Light of the straying, 
Hope, when all others die, fadeless and pure, 

Here speaks the Comforter, in God's name saying — 
** Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot cure.** 

Go, ask the infidel, what boon he brings us, 
What charm for aching hearts he can reveal, 

Sweet as that heavenly promise Hope sings us— 
''Eaith has no sorrow that God cannot heaL" 



THE MEETING OP THE SIflP& 

When o'er the silent eeas alone, 
For days and nights we Ve cheerless goodf 
Oh they who Ve felt it know how sweety 
S^jmemmay mom a sail to meeL 
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SptuWngf at once is ev^ry eye, 

•* sy p ahoy ! ship ahoy 1 " our joyful cry ; 

While answering boick the sounds we hear 

■^Ship ahoyi ship ahoy E what cheer? what cheer?* 

Then aaila are baek*d, we nearer come, 
Kind words are said of fj lends and home ; 
And wwn* too soon, we part with pain, 
Tm saiJ o^er silent seas a^am. 



THE EXILE, 



NiBHT waneth fast, the moming star 

Saddens with light the glimm'ring sea, 
Whose waves ehaU soon to reaJms alar 

Waft me &om hope, from love, and th^e. 
Coldly the beam from yonder sky 

Looks o'er the waves that onward stray ^ 
But colder still the stranger's eye. 

To him whose home is far away. 

Oh, not at hour so chill and bleak, 

Let thoughts of me come o'er thy breaA ; 
But of the lost one think and speak. 

When summer suns sink eolm to rest. 
So, as I wander, Fancy's dream 

ShaU bring me o^er the ^nset seas, 
Thy look, in evVy melting beam, 

Thy whisper, in each dying breew. 



40S 



hB DOWN IN THE SUNLESS RETREATS 

As down in the sunless retreats of the Ocean, 

Street flowers are springing no mortal can see, 
So, deep in my soul the still prayer of devotion, 
Unheard by tlie wcnrld, rises silent to Thee, 
My God ! silent, to Thee, 
Pure, warm, silent, to Thee. 

As still to the star of its worship, though clouded, 

The needle points faithfully o'er the dim sea. 

So, dark as I roam, in this wintry world shrouded^ 

The hope of my spirit turns treinbling to Thee^ 

My God I trembling, to Thee •— 

True^ fond, trembling, to Thee 



ROSE OF THE DESERT. 



Rosv of the Desert ! thou, whose bloshmg ray 
Lonely and lovely, fleets unseen away $ 
No hand to cull thee, none to woo thy sigh, -— 
In vestal silence left to live and die,— 
Rose of the Desert! thus should woman be, 
Shining uncourted, lone and safe, like thee. 
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Rom of the Garden^ how unlike thy doom 
Destined for others, not thyself, to bloom ; 
CullM ere thy beauty lives through half its day ; 
A moment cherish'd, and then cast away ; 
Rose of the Garden ! such is woman's lot,— 
Wofshipp'd, while blooming — when she fades, fbrgoi 



SOUND THE LOUD TOIBREU 

Bound the loud Timbrel o'er Egypt^s dark sea ! 
Jehovah has trium;>h*d — his people are free. 
Sing — for the pride of the Tyrant is broken, 

His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and brave •* 
How vain was their boast, for tlie Lord hath but spoken 

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ; 
Jehovah has triumph'd — his people are free. 

Praise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lord ! 

His word was our arrow, his breath was our sword. *• 

Who shall retnm to tell Egypt the story 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride ? 
For the Lord hath look'd out from his pillar of gloiyi 

And all her brave thousands are dash'd in the tida 
Sound the loud Timbrel o'er Egypt^s dark sea; 
Jehovah hu triumph'd — his people are free * 
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LONG YEARS HAVE PASS1). 

Loife yean have pam'd, old fiiendy aiiiee W9 

First met in life's young day; 
And friends long loved by thee and me, 

Since then have dioppM awa^ ; — • 
But enough remain to cheer us on. 

And sweeten, when thus we 're met, 
The glass we fill to the many gone, 

And the few who 're left us yet 

Our locks, old friend, now thinly grow, 

And some hang white and cMll ; 
While some, like flow'ra 'mid Autumn^ 

Retain youth's color stilL 
And so, in our hearts, though one by one, 

Ycuth's sunny hopes have set, 
Thank heav'n, not all their light is gone,— 

We Ve some to cheer us yet 

Then here^ to thee, old friend, and long 

May thou and I thus meet, 
To brighten still with wine and song 

This short life, ere it fleet 
And still ajB death comes stealing on, 

Let ^ never, old friend, forget, 
Ev'n while we sigh o'er blessings j 

How many aie left us yet 
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TELL HER, OH, TSSIi HER. 

Tbu. Imt, 1^ ttU her, tSM lute the left lying 
Beneath the green earbor, m etill lying there ; 

And breewe» like k»vei% eroond it ue eighinf^ 
But not a eoft whiiper veplies to their {HOryV. 

Tell her, oh, tell her, the tree that, in going, 
Beside the green arbor she playfully set, 

Aa lovely aa ever ia blndiiQg and Uowing, 
And not a bright leaflet has fall*n from it yet 

So while awny fion that arbor foraaken, 
The maiden ia wandering, atiU let her be 

Aa tnie aa the lute, that no aighing ean waken, 
And bkwming ftr ev«r, unchanged aa the tve^ 



OH CALL rr BY SOME BETTER NAMK 

Ob, call It by aome bettmr nvne, 
For Friendahip aounda too ooid^ 

While Love is now a worldly fiaoM; 
Whose shrine muat be of gold * 



And Passian, like the squ at uoon^ 
Thut buTTiB o^er oJl he sees, 

Awhile OR warrn^ will set as booq - 
Then, call it none of theasv 

Imagine somethijig purer far, 

More free from stain of claj 
Than Friendship, Love, or Pasaion ai% 

Yet human fllill as they; 
And if thy lip, for love like this, 

No mortal word can framei 
Od, aak of angels what it is, 

And call it by that name ' 
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FANCY. 

Tbi; more I Ve view'd this world, the more I \e fbnn^ 

That, fiird m^im with scenes and creatures roie^ 
Fancy commands j within her own bright round, 

A world of scenes and creatures far more fair 
Not is it that her power can call up there 

A aingle cliarra, that 'e not from nature won, — * 
No more than rainbows, in their pride, can weai 

A single tint unborrowed from the sun ; 
But t Li the mental medium it shines tltrough. 
That lends to Beauty all its charmB and hue ; 
As the same light, that o*er the level lake 

One dull monotony of lustre flinga, 
WiU, entering in the rounded rain-drop, make 

Colon 19 gay as those on angels* win|[S t 

33 
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TO THE PLYING ITSH. 

Whbn I have leen thy snow-white wing 
From the blue wave at evening spring', 
And show those scales of silveiy white, 
80 gayly to the eye of light, 
As if thy frame were form*d to rise, 
And live amid the glorious skies ; 
Oh ! it has made me proudly feel. 
How like thy wing's impatient zeal 
Is the pure soul, that rests not, pent 
Within this worid's gross element. 
But takes the wing that God has give% 
And rises into light and heaven ! 

But, when I see that wing, so bright, 
Grow languid with a moment's flight, 
Attempt the paths of air in vain, 
And sink into the waves again ; 
Alas ! the flattering pride is o'er ; 
Like thee, awhile, the soul may soar, 
But erring man must blush to think, 
Like thee, again the soul may sink. 

Oh Virtue ! when thy clime I seek, 
Let not my spirit's flight be weak : 
Let me not, like this feeble thing, 
With brine still dropping from its wing 
Just sparkle in the solar glow 
And {dunge again to depths below ; ' 
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But, w]ien I leave the grosser^ tfaronnf 
With whom my soul hath dwelt so Jong^ 
Let me, in that aspiring daj, 
Cast eveiy lingering stain away, 
And, panting for thy purer air. 
Fly up at once and &l me there. 



TIIE DAY-DREAIL 

Tmer both were hush'd, the vdce, the chofdi^— 
I heard but once that witching lay ; 

And few the notes, and few the words, 
My spell-bound memory brought away; 

Traces remembered here and there. 
Like echoes of some broken strain;-— 

Links of a sweetness lost in air, 
That nothing now could join again. 

Ev'n these, too, ere the morning, fled ; 

And, though the charm still lingered 0% 
That o*er each sense her song had shed. 

The song itself was faded, gone ;— 

Gone, like the thoughts that once were oaf% 
On sununer days, ere youth had set ; 

Thoughts bright, we know, as summer flowei% 
Thought what they were, we now forget 
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Ill Tuiif with hints fitm other stndniy 
I woo^d thii truant air to come — ^ 

As birds are taught, on eastern plainly 
To lure their wilder kindred home. 

In Tain : — the song that Sappho gave^ 

In dying, to the moumf\il sea. 
Not muter slept beneatli the wave, 

Than this within my memoiy. 

At length, one morning, as I lay 
In that half-waking mood, when dreams 

Unwillingly at last give way 
To the full tnith of daylight's beams, 

A faee -^ the very face, methou^t, 
From which had breathed, as from a shriiM 

Of song and soul, the notes I sought — ^ 
Came with its music close to mine ; 

And sung thie long-lost measure o'er, — 
Each note and word, with every tone 

And look, that lent it life before, — 
All perfect, all again my own ! 

Like parted souls, when, mid the Blest 
They meet again, each widowM sound 

Through memory's realm had wing'd in quest 
Of its sweet mate, till all were found. 

Nor even in waking did the clued 
Thus strangely caught, escape again; 

For never lark its matins knew 
So well as now I knew this i 
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And oft, when memoi7*8 wondrani ipeU 

Is talk'd of in our tranqail bower, 
I sing this lady^ song, and tell 

The vision of that morning hoar. 



BOAT GLEE. ^ 

Ths sonj? that hghtens our languid way 
When brows are glowing, 
And faint with rowing, 
Is like the spell of Hope's airy lay. 
To whose soand through life we stray. 
The beams that flash on the oar awhile. 

As we row along through waves so clear. 
Illume its spray, like the fleeting smile 
That shines o*er Sorrow's tear. 

Mothmg is lost on him who sees 

With an eye that Feeling gave ; - 
For him there 's a story in every breeae^ 

And a picture in every wave. 
Then sing to lighten the languid way ;— . 
When brows are glowing. 
And faint with rowing; 
"T is like tlie spell of Hope's aiiy lay. 
To whose sound through life we stray 



SONG 

Whbkk 18 tne Heart mat would not gn9 

YeaiB of drowBV I'avg and nights, 
One little hour, like this, to live — 
Full, to the brim, of life's delights? 

Look, look around 

This fairy ground. 
With love-lights glittering o'er ; 

While cups that shine 

With freight divine 
Go coasting round its shore; 

Hope is the dupe of future hours. 
Memory lives in those gone by ; 
Ne^iher can see the moment's flqwen 
Springing up fresh beneath the eya 

Wouldst thou, or thou. 

Forego what 's noWf 
For all that Hope may say ? 

No — Joy's reply, 

From every eye, 
IB| ** Live we while we niaf •* 



COME» PLAY ME THAT SIMPLE AIR AGAIN. 

A BALLAD. 

Coira, play me that simple air again, 

I ased 80 to love, in life's young day, 
4nd bring, if thou canst, the dreams that then 
Were waken'd by that sweet lay. 
The tender gloom its strain 

Shed o'er the heart and brow, 
Griers shadow, without its pain — 
Say where, where is it now ? 
But play me the well-known air once more, 

For tiioughts of youth still haunt iti^ strain, 
Like dreams of some far, fairy shore 
We never shall see again. 

Sweet air, how every note brings back 

Some sunny hope, some day-dream brigbity 
That, <9hining o'er lifb's early track, 
Pill'il ev'n its tears with light 

The new-found life that came j 

With love's first echo'd vow ;— 
The fear, the bliss, the shame -^ 
Ah — where, where are they now 
But, still the same loved notes prolong, 
For sweet c were thus, to that old lay, 
In dreams of youth and love and song« 
To breathe life's hour away. 
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SONG. 

•Tts the Vine! *tie tlie Vine!" said the cnp-lonng boy 

As he saw it spring bright from the earth. 
And callM the young Genii of Wit, Love, and Joy, 

To witness and hallow its birth. 
The fruit was full-grown, like a ruby it flamed, 

Till tlte sunbeam that kiss'd it lookM pale : 
• T is the Vine ! 't is the Vine ! " ev'ry Spirit ezclaim'd| 

« Hail, hail to the Wine-tree, all hail ! " 



First, fleet as a bird, to the summons Wit flew 

While a light on the vine-leaves there broke, 
In flashes so quick and so brilliant, all knew 

"T was the light from his lips as he spoke. 
•* Bright tree ! let thy nectar but cheer me," he cried, 

" And the fount of Wit never can fail ; " 
• T is the Vine ! 't is tlie Vine ! " hills and valleys reply 

*llail, haU to the Wine-tree, all hail! " 



Next, Love, as he leanM o*er the plant to admire 

i^ach tendril and cluster it wore, 
From his rosy mouth sent such a breath of desire, 

As made the tree tremble all o*er. 
Oh, ne\'er did flow'r of tlie earth, sea, or sky, 

Such a soul-giving odor inhale : 
"^rris the Vine! 'tis the Vine!" all re-echo tha ciy; 

•^llail, hail to the Wine-tree, all hail*" 
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Last, Joy, without whom even Lore and Wit di% 

Came to crown the bright hour with his ray; 
And scarce had that mirth-f aking tree met his eye, 

When a laugh spoke whai Joy could not say ;— 
A laugh of the heart, which was echoed around 

Till, like music, it sweJl'H on the gale ; 
" T is the Vine ! ^ is the Vine ! " laughing mynada 
resound, 

^Hail, hail to the Wlne-trea all hail!* 



SOVEREIGN WOMAN. 

▲ BALLAD. 

The dance was o'er, yet still in diesm 

That fairy scene went on ; 
Like clouds still fluah'd with daylight gleami^ 

Though day itseu ua none. 
And gracefully to music's sound, 
The same bright nymphs went gliding round , 
While thou, the Queen of all, wert there — 
The Fairest still, where all were fair. 

The dream then changed — in halls of state. 

I saw thee high enthroned ; 
While, ranged around, the wise, the great 

In thee their mistress own'd * 
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And itfll the same, thy ifentle sway 
0*cr williuir subjects won its way — 
Till all confess*!! the Riifht Diyiob 
To rule o*er man was only thine ! 



Bat, K the scene now changed agaiB • 

And borne on plumed steed, 
I saw tliee o'er the battle-plain 

Our land's defenders lead ; 
And stronger in thy beauty's channSi 
Than roan, with countless hosts in anni| 
Thy voice, like music, cheer'd the Frea 
Thy very smile was victory ! 



Nor reign such queens on thrones alone — 

In cot and court the same, 
Wherever woman's smile is known, 

Victoria's still her name. 
For though she ahiioet biush to reijpi, 
Thougii Love's own fluw'rets wreatn the chan^ 
Disguiso our bondage as we will, 
T is woman, woman, rules as siilL 
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AT NIGHT, 

Ai night, when all is still arownd, 
How sweet to hear the distant sound 

Of footstep, coming soft and light! 
What pleasare in the anxious beat, 
With which the bosom flies to meet 

That foot that comes so soft at night I 

And then, at night, how sweet to say 
• T is late, my love I " and chide delay, 

Though sUirthe western clouds are brigbl 
Oh ! happy, too, the silent press, 
The eloquence of mute caress, . ^ 

With those we love exchanged at nigu 
I 



RONDEAU 

•Good night! good night!* -And is it so? 

And must I from my Rosa go ? 

Oh Rosa, say "Good night!'' once more, 

And ril repeat it o'er and o'er, 

Till the first glance of dawning iignt 

ShaU find us saying, still, "Good night* 
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And Btill '^Good night,** my Rosa, wj -^ 
But whisper stiU, ** A minute stay ; ^ 
And I will stay, and eveiy minute 
Shall have an age of transport in it ; 
Till Time hunself ahall stay his flighty 
To listen to oar sweet ** Good nighu* 

* Good night ! " yoa 11 mnnnor with a rngj^ 

And tdl me it is time to fly : 

And I will vow, will swear to go, 

While still that sweet voice murmon '^Not " 

Till slumber seal our weary sigltt — 

And then» mj love, my souL * Good night ?* 
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